———————————  "~“" 


NYPL RESEARCH LIBRARIES 
FLUE 
3 3433 07484971 6 


we ate bbe tee 


be 


4 


fale 


ses: 


toa 9 


Bey te vet 


oe 


— oe 


Se Ee ee eee 


eat 


Te 


aS ce ieee nim, ally 


+= 


Otte eee TO 


wean 


ae 


“Me 


aed 


T H E : 
POETICAL WORKS 


0 F 


MATTHEW PRIOR. 


IN TWO VOLUMES. 


ope g me Sg eet Rg Ne omni eee © hah 


: HENEwW Ys 
PUBLIC Lina . 


ASTOR, LENOX AND 
TILDEN FOUNDATIONS. 


| 


ee en UE We) oO ed Se ees 


SE ae ae ee 
See OT, LA Se 


we 


a 


4 


wise s so 


a a 
=! 
‘ 
{ 
OSE 


Micp Cal HOW: along t BLL LE VOU CI,. : 
? . ¥ : : | : 
Oo wile tis 


ae 


ubipceunding to Accu, ariament Jan 20.2979. by T.Evans, Srund . 
1. . 


we ee 


o~; 


T H FE 
POETICAL WORKS 
© F ° 
MATTHEW PRIOR: 


WITH EXPLANATORY NOTES, 
A N D 


MEMOIRS OF THE AUTHOR, 
IN TWO VOLUMES. 


WOLUME THE FIRST. 


lS 


LONDON: 
‘PRINTED FOR W. STRAHAN, T. PAYNE, J. RIVINGTON 
AND SONS, J. DODSLEY, T. LOWNDES, T. CADELL, 
T. CASLON, J. NICHOLS, AND 
T. BVANS IN THE STRAND, 


MDCCLXXI¥. 7° 7 
RTO ae 


AST@R, LENOX AKD 
TILBEN FOUNDATIONS, 


a 
. © ‘ 
c Beh 
bd e ce a 
e € A “ So 
@ c c 
os & e+, 
c vw . 
of &e gee < 
“~* @. - we YY 
ew rv) Cc 
4 e 
\ s +4 
oie % 
e = wee ee wc L 
e 
Pe * ere cv & u 
. ce ~e red 
Soe wy .& e x a 
© c be @#s.6° 4 @ + 
ri e ec © @ See & we 


a Sah ncaa, spinner tei 


ee 


i o 
RIGHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, 
“S HIMSELF A MUSE” 


THE UNAFFECTED WIT, EASE, AND SIMPLICITY 


OF WHOSE WRITINGS 


THE VOICE OF AN ADMIRING PUBLIC HAS 
DECLARED TO HAVE REILLUMINED THE 


BRITISH THEATRE; 
THIS COMPLETE BDITION 
OF THE POETICAL WORKS OF 
P R 1 O R, 
ONE OF THAT BRIGHT CONSTELLATION OF GENIUS 
WHICH sSHONE FORTH LIKE 
MR S HERIODA N, 
A PERPETUAL ORNAMENT OF THEIR COUNTRY, 
18 INSCRIBED 
BY ONE 


WHO IS AMBITIOUSLY PROUD 
T O 
ACKNOWLEDGE HIS FRIENDSHIP, 


T. EVANS. 
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OF 


MAT. PRIOR,. 


MartrHew PRIOR, one of the 


Moft eminent poets of the prefent century, is 
fuppofed, with great probability, to have been 
born at Winbourn Minfter, in the county of 
ee a4 Dorfet, 


vii «=O THE LCYFE oF 
Dorfet,: on the a1ft day of July 1664. His: 


parents were diflenters, and in mean circum- 


ftances. “They afforded him, however, as good 


an education as the place would allow, which: 
was at the free fchcol founded by Margaret. 
Countefs-of Richmond and Derby. How long: 


he continued here before his removal to London,, 


we are not informed, but it may be prefumed: 


that he did not remain any confiderable time, as: 


it is faid on the death of his father he was. 
fent: for by an uncle, then fettled in town as. a: 
vintner, who undertook to give his nephew fuch. 
an education as his parents were unable to be- 
ftow upon him. He was accordingly placed. 
under the care of Dr. Bulby, at Weftminfter 
{chool, where he diltinguifhed himfelf very foon 
above his fellows of the fame ¢lafs. Beforeshe 
had gone through the fchool, his progrefs ~ in 
literature was interrupted by his uncle, who in- 
tending him for his fucceflor, took him from. 


4 All'the biographers of Mr. Prior -fay he was born in. 


‘J.ondon, but for the reafons affizned by Mr. Hutchins in 


his Hiftory and Antiquities of .Dorfet, vol. II. p. 73, We 
have fixed the place of his birth to Winbourn Minfter, 
which feems: to be intitled to claim ‘the honour of having 
given birth to this excellent poet... 


the nee,, 
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thence, and employed him for fome time inthe con+ 
du& and management of his bufinefs. This mean 
and low fituation was infufficient toextinguifh that 
love of letters which he had acquired at {chool : 
he ftill continued to devote tome of his time to 
claffical learning, and. fortunately the bent of 
his ftudies and the force of his genius were 
known to fome who ufed to frequent his uncle’s 
houfe. An accident, we are told, occafioned his 
being releafed from his ignoble employment. 
The Earl of Dorfet, with other gentlemen, be- 
ing at the:tavern where he lived, a difpute arofe 
about the meaning of a particular paflage in 
Horace, which'xot being fettled to the fatisfac~ 
tion of thofe prefent, one of them tatd, be was 
miflaken tf there was nota young fellow in the boufe 
_ who was able to fet them all rigkt, and at the fame 
time propofed fending for Mr. Prior. On’ this 
recommendation, alF the company delired he 
might be caHed-in; when the difficulty being 
propofed to him, he explained it with fo much: 
modefty, that the Earl of Dorfet immediately 
refolved to take him under his protection, and 
foon after he was fent to St. John’s College, 
Cambridge, where he was entered a penfioner 
on the 2d of April, 18a He there took his 

degree: 
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degree of Batchelor of Arts in 16863 and off 
the sth of April 1688, was admitted to a fel+ 
Jowhhbip. | 

During his refidence at Cambridge he became 
acquainted with Charles Montague, afterwards 


Earl of Hallifax, and in conjun@ion with him in- 


the preceding year, 1687, exhibited the firft pub- 
lick fpecimen of his abilities, by turning into 
ridicule Dryden’s Hind and Panther, which they 
parodied with great humour in a piece intitled, 
The Hind and Panther tranfverfed to the flory of the 
Country Moufe and the City Moufe. In 1689 he 
came to London, and immediately applied to his 
friend Fleetwood Shepherd, * Efq; who intro- 
duced him to the Earl of Dorfet, and by their 
joint intereft procured him the next year to be 
appointed fecretary on the part of the Englith 
in the Congrefs at the Hague. He executed this 
office with fo much ability, and fo much to the 
fatisfaction of his royal mafter, that foon after- 
wards he had the poft of Gentleman of his Ma- 
jefty’s Bedchamber conferred upon him, He 
was in 1697. again employed in the office of fe- 
cretary to the Englifh negotiations on fettling 
the Treaty of Rifwick ; and in the fame year 


- * See vol. 2. p. 106. 
| nomi- 
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mominated Principal Secretary of State in Ireland, 
The next year he went fecretary to the embafly 
én France, and continued in that kingdom until. 
Auguft 1699 *, when on his return to England 
We vifited Loo in Holland, m order to pay his 
duty to King William, then refiding there; and: 
from thence, after a long audience of his Ma- 
jefty, departed by the way of Hague, and on 
his arrival in Eneland took poffeffion of his feat 
as Under Secretary of State in the office of the 
Earl of Jerfey. He had not been many days in 
this employment before he was ordered back to 
Paris, to affift the ambaflador in negotiating the 
Partition Treaty. In 1700 the degree of Mafter 
ef Arts -was conferred on him by the univerfity 
ef Cambridge, tn obedience to a mandamus from: 
the king. ‘The ‘Earl of Jerfey aceepting the 
place of Lord Chamberlain this year, Mr. Prior 


. © It was during his refidence this time in France, that 
ene of. the officers of the king’s houtheld, thewing him. 
the royal apartments and curiofities of Verfailles, and: 
among them. the paintings of Le Brun, in which the’ 
viStories of Lewis XIV. are defcribed,. afked him, whe- 
ther King Wiliiam’s a&tions were to be feen alfo in his 
palace? ‘* No,” anfwered'the Englith fecretary, * the 
¢* monuments of my mafter’s actiqng are to be feen every: 
% where but in hig qwn houfe,”” 


loft 
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Joft his poft of Under Secretary of State; but 
for this he foon received an ample recompence, 
being on Mr. Locke’s refignation appointed one 
of the Lords of Trade, and elected a reprefen« 
tative for Eaft Grinftead in Suflex, in the new 
parliament of that year, where he voted for ime 
peaching the feveral lords charged with advifing 
the Partition Treaty. From this time he cons 


~ tinued to exercife his poetical talents as the great 


fucceffes in the war afforded him occafions, Yet 
he afterwards concurred with .thofe who ftrove 
for a peace, and connected himfelf very clofely 
with the Tory miniftry, who feem to have had 
that objet in view from their firft introduion 
into power. How much his abilities were ree 
lied upon at this important juncture, may be 
| judged from his being fixed upon to begin the 
negotiations between the two courts. For this 
purpofe, he was appointed plenipotentiary to the 
court of France, having been juft before pro- 
moted to the Board of Cuftoms. He was much 
employed in the bufinefs of the peace, as may 
be feen in the report of the Secret Committee. 
After returning to England he was again fent to 
Fiance, in Auguft 1712, to accommodate fuch 
matters as then remained unfettled in the 

Con- 


ao 
a ra 


4 a Pts Re Sg eT ee i = ——— 
—_ a ages se Pee a, er, oy “fs Pe = Pane . wee - 


M P:REOR: = xi 


Congrefs at Utrecht. From this time he had’ 
the appointment and authority of an ambaffa- 
dor, and fo continued until the death of Queen 
Anne. He remained at Paris fome months after 
the acceflion of George the Firft, and was fuc- 
ceeded by the Earl of Stair, who by orders from 
home took poffeffion of all his papers. A diffi- 
culty in obtaining his arrears obliged him to 
continue at Paris fome time without any public 
character, On hisarryival in England on the 25th 
of March 1715, he was immediately taken into 
cuftody by order of the Houfe of Commons, 
committed to the hands of a meffenger, and foon © 
after examined by a committee of the privy 
council, On the roth of June, Robert Wal- 

pole, Efq; moved the boufe for an impeachment 

againft him ; and on the 17th Mr. Prior was 

ordered into clofe cuftody, and no perfon admit- 

ted to fee him ‘without leave of the Speaker, In 

1717 an A@ of Grace paffed, but he was one . 

pf the perfons excepted out of it; however, at 

the clofe of the year he was difcharged from his 

confinement. From this period his public life 

may be faid to end: and confidering that he had 

had the prudence to retain his fellowfhip at 

Cam- 
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Cambridge thro’ all the feenes of bis profperity®,: 
dt feems furprifing that.he had not out of all his: 
great appointments faved a fufficient fortune toa 
furnifh the means of a comfortable retreat. 
This, from Swift’s letters, appears not to have 
been the cafe. His friends, therefore, advifed him. 
‘to collect his poems already publifhed, together 
with Atma + and SoLomon, and print them by. 

fub- 


® Tt is faid, he was-often told, that the retaining this-fel- 
Jowthip was inconfiftent with the dignity of his fituation 
and charaéter; but he replied, that“*-every thing he had 
-*4 befides was precarious, and when all failed, thar-would 
4¢be bread and-cheefe ; .on which account he did not 
“¢ mean to part with it.” To make the fociety fome 
‘amends for this humour, he left them books to the value 
of zoo]. and his picture by La Belle, which had: been a a 
prefent to him from Lewis XIV. 


4 Mr. Pope faid * that the Alma of Prior was the only 
“© work that (abating it’s exceffive fcepticifm) he could 
“© with to have been the author of. Yet, fo-unable, fait 
“‘he, are authors to make a true eftimate of what they 
“write, (either from their fondnefs for the fubjeét, or 
<¢ the pains it cofts them in compofition) that Prior aking 
<* him, foon after the publication of his works by fub- 
<* fcription, how he liked his SoLomMoN; he replied, 
“* your ALMA is a mafterpicce.” The other with great 
“¢ impatience and refentment, replied, ‘ what do you tell 

66 me 
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fubfcription, and they undertook to conduét the 
publication in fuch a manner, that the dignity of 
a minifter in difgrace fhould not be injured by it. 
The work, accordingly, appeared in folio, 1718, 
and procured him a handfome fum of money. 
The latter part of his life was fpent in an agreea- 
ble retirement at Down-hall, a fmall villa in the 
county of Effex, which had been purchafed for 
him by his generous friend Lord Harley. Some 
time before his death he formed a defign of writ- 
ing the hiftory of his own time, but had madeé - 
very littke progrefs in it, when a lingering fever 
carried him off the 18th of September, 1721; 
in the 58th year of his age. He died at Wim- 
ple, a feat of the Earl of Oxford, not far from 
Cambridge ; and his corps was interred in Weft- 
minfter Abbey, where a monument was erected, 
with an infcription on it written by Dr. Robert 


** me of my ALMA, a loofe and hafty fcribble to relieve 
** the tedious hours of imprifonment, while in the mef- 
** fenger’s hand.” This judgment of his friend occafion- 
** ed thofe two fatiric lines in the fmall poem of THe Im- 
€§ PERTINENT.” (The Converfation, fee vol. II. p. 171.) 


*¢ Indeed poor Solomon in rhime, 
‘* Was much too grave to be fublime.” 


Ruffhead’s Life of Pope, 8vo. ed. p. 482. 
Friend, 
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Friend, mafter of Weftminfter fchool. For 
this monument, which he properly ftiles the laf 
piece of human vanity, he fet apart the fum of 
500]. by his will. After his death two volumes 
in octavo were publifhed; the fift containing 
poems by himfclf and his friends, fome of which 
mulft be confidered as doubtful ; and the fecond, 
The Hiftory of his own Time, compiled from 
dis original manufcripts, which in the ftate it 


was publifhed, cannot be deemed one of his 


productions. Many Poems are faid to remaia 
Hill in MSS. in the poflefion of the Dutchefs 
Dowager of Portland. 


THE 


MR. PRIOR ?’S 


DEDICATION 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


L Io N €E L, 
EARL OF 


DORSET anv MIDDLESEX.® 


— 


Ir looks like no great compliment to your 
Lordthip, that I prefix your name to this epiftle; 
when, in the preface, I declare the book is pub- 
lifhed almoft againft my inclination. Burt, in 
all cafes, uvy Lord, you have am hereditary right 
to whatever may be called mine. Many of the 
following pieces were written by the command 
of your excellent father; and moft of the reft, 
under his protection and patronage, 

The particular felicity of your birth, my Lord; 
the natural endowments of your mind, which, 
without fufpicion of flattery, I may tell you, are 


Afterwards created Duke of Dorfet. 


a2 very 
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very great ; the good education with which thefe 
parts have been improved; and your coming into 
the world, and feeing men very early ; make us 
expect from your Lordfhip all the good, which 
our hopes can form in favour of a young noble- 
man. Tu Marcellus eris, Our eyes and our 
hearts are turned on you. ¥ou muft be a judge 
and mafter of polite learning; a friend and pa- 
tron to men of letters and merit; a faithful and 
able counfellor to your prince; a true patriot to 
your country; an ornament and honor to the 
titles you poffefs-; and in one word, a worthy 
fon to the great Earl of Dorfet. * 


It 


- ® Born 24 January, 1637, died 29 January, 1705-6. 
Mr. Walpole obferves that ‘* he was the fineft gentleman 
“* in the voluptuous court of Charles the fecond, and in 
«¢ the gloomy one of King William: he had as much wit 
‘¢ as his firft mafter, or his cotemporaries, Buckingham and 
‘© Rochefter, without the royal want of feeling, the Duke's 
*¢ want of principles, or the Earl’s want of thought. ‘The 
¢¢ latter faid with aftonifhment, ‘ That he did not know 
‘* how it was, but Lord Dorfet might do any thing, and 
‘¢ yet was never to blame.’—It was not that he was fre¢ 
“© from the failings of humanity, but he had the tendernefg 
*6 of it too, which made every body excufe whcm every 
*© body loved, for even the afperity of his verfes feems 
*‘ to have been forgiven to ‘ The beft good man, with 
© the worft natur'd Mufe.———This line is not more 

* familiar 
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‘It is as impoffible to mention that name, with- 
out defiring to commend the perfon; as it is to 
give him the commendations which his virtues 
deferved, Bur I affure myfelf, the moft agreeable 
compliment I can bring your Lordfhip, is to pay 
a grateful refpect to your father’s memory. And 
my own obligations to him were fuch; that the 
world muft pardon my endeavouring at his cha- 
raCter, however I may mifcarry in the attempt. 

_ A thoufand ornaments and graces met in. the 
compofition of this great man, and contributed 
to make him univerfally beloved and efteemed. 
The figure of his body was ftrong, proportiona- 
ble, beautiful : and was his picture well drawn, 


“familiar than Lord Dorfet’s own poems, to all who have 
“‘atafte for the genteeleft beauties of natural and eafy 
“*verfe, or than his Lordfhip’s own bon mots; of which 
“I cannot help repeating one of fingular humour. Lord 
“‘ Craven was a proverb for officious whifpers to men in’ 
“power. On Lord Dorfet’s promotion, King Charles 
“having feen Lord Craven pay his ufual tribute to him, 
“‘afked the former what the latter had been faying: the 
“Earl replied gravely, ‘ Sir, my Lord Craven did me the 
“honour to whifper, but I did not think it good manners 
“to liften.” When he was dying, Congreve, who had 
“been to vifit him, being afked how he had left him, re- 
“plied, § faith,” he flabbers more wit than other people do 
“in their beft health.” Catalogue of Royal and Noble 
Authors, vol. 2, p. 96. To 


a3 it 
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it muft deferve the praife given to the portraits 
of Raphael; and, at once, create love and re- 
fpe&t. While the greatnefs of his mien informed 
men, they were approaching the nobleman. the 


fweetnefs of it invited them to come nearer to- 


the patron. There was in his look and gefture 
fomething that is more eafily conceived than de- 
fcribed ; that gained upon you in his favour, be- 
fore he fpake one word. His behaviour was 
eafy and courteous to all ; but diftinguifhed and 
adapted to each man in particular, according to. 
his ftation and quality. His civility was free. 
from the formality of rule, and flowed inttnedi- 
ately from his good fenfe. 


Such were the natural faculties and ftrength of 


his mind, that he had occafion to borrow. very, 
little from education; and he owed thofe advan- 
tages to his own .good parts, which others ae- 


quire by ftudy and imitation. His wit was abun-' 


dant, noble, bold. Wit in moft writers is like a 
fountain in a garden, fupplied by feveral ftreams 


brought through artful pipes, and playing fome-_ 


times agreeably. But the Earl of Dorfet’s was 
a fource rifing from the top of a mountain, which 
forced its own way, and with inexhauftible fup- 
plies, delighted and enriched the country through 
which it pafled. This extraordinary genius was 
“accom= 
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- decottipanied with fo trué a judgment in all parts 
of fine leatning, that whatever fubje€ was be- 
foré Kim, he difcourfed as properly of it, as if 
the peculiat bént of his fudy had been applied 
that way; and he perfe&ted his judgment by 
teading and digefting g the beft authors, though he 
quoted them very feldom, 
_ Conteinnebat potitis literas, quam’ nefciebat : 


and rather feemed to draw his knowledge from 
his own ‘flores, than to owe it to any foreign af- 
fiftance. . | 
The brightnefs of his parts, the folidity of his 
judgment, and the candor and generofity of his 
temper diftinguithed h him'in an age of great po- 
litene(s, and at a court abounding with men of 
the fineft fente and. ‘learning. The moft eminent 
mafters iri their feveral ways ‘appealed t to his de- 
termination. Waller thought it an honour to 
confult him i in the foftnefs and harmony of his 
verfe: and Dr. ‘Sprat, in the delicacy and turn 
of his. profe.. Dryden determines. by him, * 
under the charaGter of,  Bugeniss as to.the laws 


* See Dryden” 8 Eflay on Diamatick ‘Poste, frft printed 
in quarto, antl addreiled to Charley Earl of Dorket, then 
Lord Buckturit, eae Te 


ad of 


/ 
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of dramatick poetry. Butler owed it tohim that 
the court tafted his Hudibras: Wicherley, that 
the town liked his Plain Dealer: and the late 
Duke of Buckingham deferred to publifh his - 
Reherfal ; till he was fure (as he exprefled it) 
that my Lord Dorfet would not rehearfe upon 
him again, If we wanted foreign teftimony, 
La Fontaine and St. Evremont have acknow- 
ledged, that he was a perfect mafter of the beau- 
‘ty and finenefs of their language, and of all 
that they call /es Belles Letters. Nor was this 
nicety of his judgment confined only to books 
and literature; but was the fame in ftatuary, 
painting, and ‘all other parts of art. Bernini 
, would have taken his opinion upon the beauty 
and attitude of a figure; and King Charles did, 
not agree with Lely, that my Lady Cleveland’s' 
picture was finifhed, ’cill it had the approbation’ 
of my Lord Buckhurft.’ 

As the judgment..which he’ ‘made of others 
writings, could not: be refuted ; the manner in 
which he wrote, will Rardly ever be equalled. 
Every one' of his pieces is an'ingot of gold, in- 
* trinfically and folidly valuable’; fuch as, wrought 
or beaten thinner, would fhine through a whole 
book of any other author. His thought was al- 
ways new; and ‘the. expreffion OF i it fo particu- 

larly 
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larly happy, that every. body knew immediately, 
it could only be my..Lord Dorfet’s: and yet it 
was fo eafy too, that every, body was ready to 
imagine himfelf capable of writing it. There 
is a luftre in hig yerfes, like that of the fun in 
Claude Loraine’s Jandfkips; it looks natural, 
and is inimitable. His love-verfes have a mix- 
ture of delicacy and ftrength : they convey the 
wit of Petronius in the foftnefs of Tibullus. 
. His fatyr indeed is fo feverely pointed, that in it 
he appears, what his great friend the Earl of 
Rochefter ae other r prodigy of the Age) fays 
he was; - . 


4 


The beft good man, with the worft natur'd Mute. 


Yet even here, that charaéter may juftly. be ap- 
plied to him, which Perfius gives of the beft 
writer in this kind, that ever lived: . 


Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
‘Tangit, & admiffire circum peor ludig. 


And the gentleman had always fo much the bets 
ter of the fatyrift, that the perfons touched did 
not know where to,fix-their refentments; and. 
were forced to appears rather afhamed than angry, 
Yet fo far was this great author from valuing: 
himfelf upon his works, that he cared not what 

became 


—, 
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became of flietti, thodsh every body éHe did. 


There are many things of his not extarit in writ? 


ing, which however are always repeated: like 
the verfes and faymngg of the antient Druids, 
they retain art uriiverfal veneration though they 
are preferved only by memory. « 

As it is often feen; that thofe men who aré 
Feaft qualified for buftnefs, love it moft; ny’ 
Lord Dorfet’s character’ wag, that he certainly 
underftood it, but did riot care for it. 

Coming very young to the poffefion of two 
plentifal effatés; and! itr an age when pleafure 
was more in fafhion than bufinefs; he turhed! 
his parts rather to books and converfation, than 
to politicks, and what more immediately related 
tothe public. But whenever the fafety of his 
country demanded his affiftance, he readily en-i 
tered into the moft active-parts of life; and une 
derwent the greateft dangers, with a conftancy 
of mind, which fhewed, that he had not..only 
read the rules of philofophy, but underftood the 
practice of them. 

In the firft Dutch war'Hé went a volute 
under ttie Duke‘ of York: his belvaviour, during 
that campaign, ‘was fuels, a3” diftinguithe’< the 
Sackville defeended from: that Hildebrand of thé 
name, who- was one of the.greateft captains thtwd 
ee | came 
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came into. England with the Conqaeros,’ But. 


' his making a fong* the night before the engage-. 


ment (and it was.ene of the prettiof that ever 
was made) carries with it fo fedate a prefened 
of mind, and fuch an wnafual pallanery, thae it 
deferyes as much to be recorded, ao Alexander’s- 
jefting with hie foldiers, before he pafled the 
Granicus ; or William the Firft of Orange, giv- 
ing: order over night for a battle; and-defiring to 
be called in the monerne left le moe hap pert 
to fleep too long. 

From henee, during the remaining - part of 
King Charles’s reign; he continued to live: im 
honourable leifure. He was of the bed-chamber 
to the king, and pofleffed not only his mafter’s- 
favour, bu¢ (in a great degree) his famiharity;. 
never leaving the-court, but when he was fent 
to that of France, on fome fhore cofmmiffions 
and embaflies of compliment: as if the king de~: 


~ figned:to fhew the French (who would be though 


the politeft nation), that one of’ the fiheft gen~ 
tlemen in Europe was his fubje€#; and’ that we’ 
had a prince who underftood his worth _ wey 


¥: See fong. ibagnciag: “¢To all-you ladics new avland, " 
As printed,in-the val, of the-works of the. Miinex Bots. - 
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as not .to fuffer him to be long out of his pre- 
fence. 

The fucceeding reign neither relifhed my 
Lord’s wit, nor approved his maxims: fo_he re- 


tired altogether from court. But as -the irre-_ 
trievable miftakes of that unhappy government 


went on to threaten the nation with fomething 
more terrible than a Dutch war: he thought it 
became him to refume the courage of his youth, 
and once more to engage himfelf in defending 
the liberty of his country. He entered into the 
prince of Orange’s intereft ; and carried on his 
part of that great enterprife here in London, 
and under the eye of the court; with the fame 
refolution, as his friend and fellow-patriot, the 
late Duke of Devonfhire did in open arnis at 
Nottingham, till the dangers of thofe times en- 
creafed to extremity; and juft apprehenfions 
arofe for the fafety of the princefs, our prefent 
glorious queen: then the Earl of Dorfet was 
thought the propereft guide of her neceflary 
flight, and the perfon under whofe courage and 
direction the nation might moft fafely truft a 

charge fo precious and jmportant. 
: ‘After the eftablifhment of their late majefties 
upon the throne, there was room again at court 
for men of my Lord’s character. He had a part 
in 
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in the councils of thofe princes, a great fhare in 
their friendfhip ; and all the marks of diftinc- 
tion, ‘with which a good government could re- 
ward a patriot. He was made chamberlain of 
their majefties houfhold ; a place which he fo 
‘minently adorned by the grace of his perfon, - 
and the finenefs of his breeding, and the know- 
ledge and practice of what was decent and mag- 
nificent ; that he could only be rivalled in thefe 
qualifications by one great man, who has fince 
held the fame ftaff. 

The laft honours he received from his fove- 
ign (and indeed they were the greateft which 
afubje& could receive), were, that he was made 
knight of the garter, and conftituted one of the 
"gents of the kingdom, during his majefty’s 
ablence, But his health, about that time, fen- 
ibl y declining; and the public affairs not 
threatned by any imminent danger ; he left the 
bufinefs to thofe who d elighted more in the ftate 
of it ; and appeared only fometimes at council, 
to thew his refpect to the commiffion : giving as 
much leifure as he could to the relief of thofe 
Pains, with which it pleafed God to affi& him; 
and indulging the reflections of a mind, that 

ad looked through the world with too piercing - 
*N eye, and was grown weary of the profpedct. 

Upon 
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Upon the whole, it may very juftly be faid of 
this great man, with regard to the public, that 
through the courfe of iis life, he aéted like an 
able pilot in a long voyage; contented to fit 
quiet in the cabin, when the winds were allayed, 
and the waters fmooth ; but vigilant and ready 
to refume the helm, when ‘the fiorm arofe, and 
the fea grew tumultuous. 

I afk your pardon, my Lord, if I look yet a 
little more neatly into the late Lord Dorfet’s 
character: if I examine it not without fome in- 
tention of finding fault; and (which is an odd 
way of making a panegyric) fet his blemifhes 
and imperfections in open view. 

The fire of his youth carried him to fome ex- 
ceffes : but they were accompanied with a moft 
lively invention, and true humour. The little 
violences and eafy miftakes of a night too gaily 
fpent, (and that too in the beginning of life) 
were always fet right the next day, with great 
_ humanity, and ample retribution. His faults 
brought their excufe with them, and his very 
failings bad their beauties. So much. fweetnefs 
accompanied what he faid, and fo great genero~ 
_ fity what he did; that people were always pre- 
poffeffed in. his favour: and it was in fact true, 
what, the late Earl‘of Rochefter faid in jeft to 


King 
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King Charles ; that he did not know how it wag, 
but my Lord Dorfet might do any thing, yet 
was Raver to blame, 

He was naturally very fubjest ta sane ; but 
the fhart guft was foon over, and ferved only te 
fet of the sharme of his tempers, when; more 
composed... Fhat vary paflien broke out with a 
force, af wit, which made even anger agregable = 
while it lated, he faid apd forgot a thoufand 
things, which other men would have been glad 
to have ftudied and wrote: but; the impetuofity 
was corrected upon, a mosent’s reflection; and 
the meafyre altered with fuch. grace and delicacy, 
that you could fcarce pargeive where the key, was, 
changed. 

Hee, was very; thagp. ip, hie reflections ; but ne 
yex in the wrong place. His darts were fure to 
wound , byt they. were furg too to. hit eng, bus 
thofe. whofe foblies gave him very fair, aim. And 
when, he allowed no quarte, ; he. chad certainly 
been provoked by more thas, common error: by 
men’s tedious and circynaftangial. recitals of thejr 
affairs; or by their multiplied queftions about 
his. own; by extreme ignorance. and impertj- 
ygnce;.or the oyixture of thefe, an ill-judged, 
and never-ceafing civility : or laftly, by the two 
things which were his utter averfion.; the infi- 

nuatior. 
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nuation of a ade ae the © whifper of a a 
bearer. 

If therefore we fet the piece in its wort po- 
fition ; if its faults’ be moft expofed ;° the fhades 
will ftill appear very finely joined with their 
lights ; and every imperfection will be diminifh- 
ed ‘by the luftre of fome neighbouring virtue. 
But if we turn the great drawings and wonder- 
ful colourings to their true lizht ; the whole muft 
appear beautiful, noble, admirable. 

' He poffeffed all thofe virtues in the higheft de- 
gree, ‘upon which the pleafure of fociety, and 
the happinefs of life depend : -and he exercifed 
them. with the preateft ‘decency, and beft man- 
ners. As good-nature is faid, by a great * au- 
thor, to belong more particularly to the Englifh, 

than any other nation; it may: again be faid, 

that it belonged more particularly to the late 
Earl of Dorfet; than to any other Englifh man. 

_ A kind hufband he was, without fondnefs: 
and an indulgent father, without partiality, So 
extraordinary good a mafter, that this quality 
ought indeed to have been numbered among his 
defects: for he was often ferved worfe than be-- 
came his ftation ; from his unwillingnets to 


rs * Spt Hitt of the Royal Society. 
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_ tffume an authority too fevere. And, during thofe 
little tranfports of paffion, to which I juft now 
faid he was fubjeét ; I have known his fervants 
get into his way, that they might make a merit 
_ it immediately after: for he that had the good 
fortune to be chid, was fure of being rewarded 

OF it, | | 
~ His table was one of the laft, that gave us an 
*xample of the old houfe-keeping of an Englith 
nobleman, A freedom reigned at it, which 
made every one of his guefts think himfelf at 
home: and an abundance, which fhewed that 
the mafter’s hofpitality extended to many more, 
than thofe who had the honour to fit at table 
with him, 

In his dealings with others ; his care and ex- 
actnefs that every man fhould have his due, was 
fuch, that you would think he had never feen a 
Court: the politenefs and civility with which this 
Juttice was adminiftered, would convince you he 
never had lived out of one. : 

He was fo ftric&t an obferver of his word, that 

NO confideration whatever could make him break 
its yet fo cautious, left the merit of his act fhould 
arife from that obligation only ; that he ufually 
did the preatett favours, without making any pre- 

OL, I, b vious 
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vious promife. So inviolable was he in his 
friendfhip, and fo kind to the charaCter of. thofe, 


- whom he had once honoured with a more inti- 


mate acquaintance ; that nothing lefs than a de- 
monftration of fome effential fault, could make 


him break with them: and then too, his good- © 


nature did not confent to it, without the greateft 
reluctance and difficulty. Let me give one in- 
ftance of this amongft many. When, as lord 
chamberlain, he was obliged to take the king’s 
penfion from Mr. Dryden, who had long before 
put himfelf out of a poffibility of-receiving any 
favour from the court: my Lord allowed him.an 
equivalent out of, his own eftate. However dif- 
pleafed with the conduct of his old acquaintance, 
he relieved his neceffities; and while he gave 
him his affiftance in private; in publick he ex- 
tenuated and pitied his error. 

The foundation indecd of thefe excellent qua- 
lities,.and the perfection of my Lord Dorfet’s 
character, was that unbounded charity which 
ran through the whole tenor of his life; and fat 
as vifibly predominant over the other facultics of 
his foul; as the is faid todoin Heaven, above her 
fifler virtues. 


4 -Crouds 
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Crouds of poor daily thronged his gates, ex- 
pecting thence their bread: and were ftill leffen- 
ed by his fending the moft proper objects of his 
bounty to apprenticefhips, or hofpitals. The 
Jazar and the fick, as he accidentally faw them, 
were removed from the ftreet to the phyfician ; 
and many of them not only reftored to health, 
but fupplied with what might enable them to 
refume their former callings, and make theic « 
future life happy. The prifoner bas often been 
rcleafed, by my Lord’s paying the debt; and the 
condemned has been faved by his interceffion 
with the fovereign, where he thought the letter 
of the law too rigid. To thofe whofe circum- 
ftances were fuch as made them afhamed of their 
poverty, be knew how to beftow his munificence, 
without offending their modefty ; and under the 
notion of frequent prefents, gave them what 
amounted to a fubfiftence. Many yet alive know 
this to be true, though he told it to none, nor 
ever was more uneafy, than waen any one men- 
tioned it to him. | 

We may find among the Greeks and Latins, 
Tibullus, and Gallus, the noblemen that writ 
poetry: Auguftus and Mecenas, the protectors 
ef learning: Ariftides, the good citizen; and 

' b 2 Atticus, 


Atticus, the well-bred friend: and bring them 
in, as examples of my Lord Dorfet’s wits his 
judgment; his juftice; and his civility. Bue 
for his charity, my Lord, we can fcarce find 3 
parallel in hiftory itfelf, | | 

Titus was not more the deltcie humani generis, 
on this account, than my Lord Dorfet was, 
And, without any exaggeration, that prince did 
not do more good in proportion out of the reve- 
nue of the Roman empire, than your father out 
of the income of a private eftate. Let this, my 
Lord, remain to you and your pofterity a pofe 
feffion for ever ; to be imitated, and, if pofible, 
£0 be excelled, 

As to my own- particular, I fearee knew what 
life was, fooner than I found myfelf gbliged to 
his favour; nog have had reafon to feel any fors 
row, fo fenfibly as that of his death. - 


“© Iile dies’ “<quem femper acerbum 
" &* Semper honoratum (fic Di voluiftis) habebo.* 


fEneas could not reflea upon the flofs of his 
own father with greater piety, my Lord, than I 
muft recall the memory of your’s: and when I 
think whofe fon I am writing to, the leaft I pro- 
< mife 
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mife myfelf .from your goodnefs is an uninter-. 
rupted continuance of favour, and a friendfhip 


- for life. To which, that I may with fome juf- 


tice intitle myfelf, I fend your Lordfhip a dedi- 
cation, not filled with a long detail of your 
praifes, but with my fincereft wifhes that you 
may deferve them, That you may employ thofe 
extraordinary parts and abilities with which 
Heaven has blefled you, to the honour of your 
family, the benefit of your friends, and the 
good of your country; that all your actions 
may be great, open and noble, fuch as may 
tell the world whofe fom and whofe fucceflor 
you are, 

What I now offer to your Lordfhip is a col-. 
leGtion of poetry, 3 kind of garland of good- | 
will. If any verfes of my writing fhould appear 
in print, under another name and patronage, 
than that of an Earl of Dorfet, pe le might 
fufpe& them not to be genuine. I have attained 
my prefent end, if thefe poems prove the diver- 
fion of fome of your youthful hours, as they 
have been occafionally the amufement of fome 
of mine; and I humbly hope, that as I may 
hereafter bind-up my fuller fheaf, and lay fome 
pieces of a very different nature (the product of 

b3 my 
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my feverer ftudies). at your Lordfhip’s feet, I 
fhall engage your more ferious refle@tion : happy, 
if in all my endeavours [ may contribute to your: 
delight, or to your inftru€tion, I am, with all 
duty and refpect, 


My Lord, 
~ Your Lordfhip’s moft obedient, and. 


Moft humble feryant, 


 PRE- 
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PREFACE. 


Tue greateft part of what I have written 
having been already publifhed, either fingly or 
in fome of the mifcellanies, it would be too late 
for me to make any excufe for appearing in print. 
But a collection of poems has lately appeared 
under my name, though withdut my knowledge, 
in which the publifher has given me the honour 
of fome things that did not belong to me; and— 
has tranfcribed others fo imperfe@tly, that I 
_ hardly knew them to be mine. This has obliged 
me, in my own defence, to look back upon fome 
of thofe lighter ftudies, which I ought long fince 
tohave quitted, and to publifh an indifferent 
collection of poems, for fear of being thought 
the author of a worfe.. | 
Thus I beg pardon of the publick for reprint- 
ing fome pieces, which as they came fingly from. 
their firft impreffion, have (I fancy) lain long 
and quietly in Mr, T-onfon’s fhop; and adding 
| b 4 | others 
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others.to them, which were never before printed, 


and might have lain as quietly, and perhaps more> 


fafely, in a corner of my own ftudy. 

The reader will, [ hope, make allowance for 
their having been written at very diftant times, 
and on very different occafions ; and take them 
as they happen to come. Publick panegyricks, 
~ amorous odes, ferious reflections, or idle tales, 
the product of his leifure hours, who had bufi- 
nefs enough upon his hands, and was only a poet 
by accident. 

I take this occafion to thank my good friend 
and {choo}-fellow Mr. Dibben”*, for his excellent 
verfion of the Carmen Seculare, though my gra- 


* Thomas Dibben, afterwards doétor of divinity, rector 
of Great Fontmell, in Dorfetfhire, precentor of-St. Paul's. 
He was born at Manfton, in the fame county, was educated 
at Trinity College, Cambridge, and went chaplain to Dr. 
Robinfon, bithop of Briftol, at the congrefs of Utrecht. 
While he continued in that fituation, he preached a fermon 
at St. John’s church, before the ambaffadors on the day of 
Queen Ann's acceffion, which he afterwards publithed, 
- as he did another fermon preached at Shatton vifitation. 
The fequel of his life did not anfwer the expectations 
formed of him from the beginning of it. Many years 
before his death he became difordered in his fenfes, left 
his houfe and friends, fpent his fortune, and died in the 
Poultry Compter in London, in the year 1741. 


titude 


er —— ee neers 


ae _ ee - 


ae ea ge 
. 


PREFACE, ZxV 


titude may juftly carry a little envy with it; for 
I believe the moft accurate judges will find the 
tranflation exceed the original. 
I. muft likewife own myfelf obliged | to Mrs. 
Singer +, who has given me leave to print a 
paftoral of her writing ; that poem having pro- 
duced the-verfes immediately following it. I with 
fhe might be prevailed with to publifh fome 
other pieces of that kind, in which the foftnefs 
of her fex, and the finenefs of her genius, 
con{pire to give her a very diftinguifhing chae . 
racter, 


+ Afterwards the celebrated Mrs. Elizabeth Rowe. It 


is faid that Mr. Prior, about the time this poem was’ 
written, made his addreffes to this lady. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


I MUST help my preface by a poftfcript, to. 
tell the reader, that there are ten years diftance 


between my writing the one and the other; and 
that (whatever I thought then, and have fome- 


where faid, that I would publith no more poetry) - 


he will find feveral copies of verfes fcattered 
through this edition, which were not printed in 
the firft. Thofe relating to the publick ftand in 
the order they did before, and according to the 
feveral years, in which they were written; how- 
ever the difvofition of our national affairs, the 
actions, or the fortunes of fome men, and the 
Opinions of others may have changed. Profe, 
and other human things may take what turn 
they can; but poetry, which pretends to have 
fomething of divinity in it, 1s to be more per- 
“manent. Odes once printed cannot well be al- 
tered, 
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tered, when the author has already faid, that he 
expects his works fhould live forever. And it: 
had been very foolifh in my friend Horace, if 
fome years after his Exegi Monumentum, he 

fhould have defired to fee his building taken 
down apain, , 

The dedication Hkewile is reprinted to the 
Earl of Dorfet, in the foregoing leaves, without’ 
any alteration ; though I had.the faireft oppor- 
tunity, and the ftrongeft inclination to have © 
added a great dea] ro it. ‘The blooming hopes, 
Which I faid the world expected from’ my then 
very young patron, have been confirmed by moft 
noble and diftinguifhed firft-fruits ; and his life 
is going on towards a plentiful harveft of all 
accumulated virtues. He has in fact exceeded 
whatever the fondnefs of my wifhes could invent 
in his favour: his equally good and beautiful 
lady enjoys in him an indulgent, and obliging 
hufband ; his children, a kind and careful father; 
and his acquaintance, a faithful, generous, and 
polite friend. His fellow-peers have attended to 
the perfuafion of his eloquence ; and have been 

convinced by the folidity of his reafoning. He 
has long fince deferved and attained the honour 
‘Of the garter. He has managed fome of the 
greateft charges of the kingdom with knowr 
ability ; 
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ability; and laid them down with entire difin- 
tereltment. And as he continues the exercifes of 
thefe eminent virtues (which that he may do to 
a very old age, fhall be my perpetual wifh, he 
may be one of the greateft men that our age, or 
pofiibly our nation has bred ; and leave materials 
for a panegyric, not unworthy the pen of fome 
future Pliny.’ 

From fo noble a fubject as the Earl of Dorfet, 
to fo mean a one as myfelf, is (I confefs) a very 


_pindaric tranfition. I fhall only fay one word, 


and trouble the reader no farther. I publifhed 


" my poems formerly, as Monfieur Jourdain fold 


his filk : he would not be thought a tradefman ; 
but ordered fome pieces to be meafured out to his 
particular friends. New I give up my fhop, and 
difpofe of all my poetical goods at once: I muft. 
therefore defire, that the public would pleafe to 
take them in the grofs; and that every body 


| would turn over what he does not like. 
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ON EXOD. III, I4.——-I AM THAT I AM, 
A N 
O D E. 
WRippen IN 1688, AS AN EXERCISE aT 
8T. JOHN’S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 


I. 


Man: foolifh mar! 

Scaree Know’it thou how thyfelf began ; 
Scarce haft thou thought enough to prove thou art; 
Yet feel’d with ftudy’d boldnefs, thou dar’ft try 
To fend thy doubting reafon’s dazzled eye 

‘hrough the myfterious gulph of vaft immenfity. — 
Much thou canit there difcern, mach thence impart. 

Vain 


- POEMS OF 


Vain wretch! fupprefs thy knowing pride ; 3 
Mortify thy learned luft! 
Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyfelf art dutt 
. IL 

Let Wit her fails, her oars let Wifdom lend ; 
The helm let politick Experience guide : 
Yet ceafe to hope thy fhort-liv’d bark fhall ride 
Down fpreading Fate’s unnavigable tide. 

What, though ftill it farther tend ? 

Still ’tis farther from its.end; _ 
And, in the bofom of that boundlefs fea, 
Still finds its error lengthen, with its way. 

III. 
With daring pride and infolent delight 
Your doubts refolv’d you boaft, your labours crown’d; 
And “EYPHKA! your god, forfooth is found 
Incomprehenfible and infinite. 
But is he therefore found? vain fearcher! no: 
Let*your imperfe& definition fhow, : 
That nothing you, the weak: definer, fates 
IV. | 

Say, why fhould the collected main 

Itfelf within itfelf contain? _ 
Why to its caverns ‘fhould it fometimes creep, . 
. And with delighted filence fleep __ 
On the lev’d bofom of it’s parent deep? 

Why fhould it’s numerous waters ftay 
In comely difeipline, and fair array, | 
Till winds and tides exert their high command ? 

j Then 
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Then prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the rifing furges fpread 
Their op’ning ranks o’er earth’s fubmiffive head, 
Marching through different paths to different lands? 
V. 
Why. does the conftant fan 
With meafur’d fteps his radiant journies run ? 
Why does he order the diurnal hours . 
To leave earth’s other part, and rife on ours? 
Why does he wake the correfpondent moon, 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 
Commanding her with delegated pow’rs 
To beautify the.world, and blefs the night ? 
Why does each animated ftar 
Love the juft limits of it’s proper {phere ? ' 
Why does each confenting fign 
With prudent harmony combine . 
In turns to move, and fubfequent appear, 
To gird the globe, and regulate the year? 
VI. | 
Man does with dangerous curiofity 
-Thefe unfathom’d wonders try: 
With fancy’d rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he reftrains ;__ 
And ftudy’d lines and fitious circles draws : 
Then with imagin’d fovereignty 
_Lord of his new hypothefis he reigns. 
He reigns: how long? ’till fome ufurper mfe ; 
And he too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wife, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 
From 
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From this laft toil again what knowledge flows? 


_ Juft as much, perhaps, as fhows, 

That all his predeceffor’s rules ' 
Were empty cant, all Jargon of the {chools ; 
That he on t’other’s ruin rears his throne ; 

And fhows his friend’s miftake, and thence confirms 
' his own. 


VII. 

On earth, in air, amidft the feas and ties, 
Mountainous heaps of wonders rife ; 
Whofe tow’ring ftrength will ne’er fubmit 

T'o Reafon’s batteries, or the mines of wit: 

Yet ftill enquiring, ftill miftaking man, 


Each hour repuls’d, each hour dare onward prefs; | 


And levelling at God his wandring guefs, 
(That feeble engine of his reafoning war, 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his defpair) 
Laws to his Maker the learn’d wretch can give : 
Can bound that nature, and prefcribe that will, 
Whofe pregnant word did either ocean fill : 
Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they 
move and live. 
Through either ocean, foolifh man ! 
That pregnant word fent forth again, 
Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a fea, a héav’n for every 
ftar. 


VII. Let 
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Vill. 
Let cunning Earth her fruitful wonders hide ; 
And only lif, thy ftaggering reafon up 
To trembling Calvary’s aftonifh’d top ; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride, 
Explaining how Perfection fuffer’d pain, 
Almighty languith’d, and eternal dy’d : 
ow by her patient victor’ Death was flain ; 
“And earth prophan’d, yet blefs’d with deicide. 
Then down with all thy boafted volumes, down 5 
uly referye the facred one: 
Ow, reverently low, 
Make thy ftubborn knowledge bow ; 
eg ut thy reafon’s, and thy body’s eyes ; 
Dejeg thyfelf, that thou may’ft rife ; 
0k to Heav’n, be blind to all below. 
| IX, | ! 
Then Faith, for Reafon’s glimmering light, fhall give 
‘immortal perfpective; 
And Gr Ace’s prefence Nature’s lofs retrieve : 
Then thy enliven’d foul fhall fee, 
That all the volumes of philofophy, 
With al) their comments, never cou’d invent 
So Politick an inftrument, . . 
To reach the Heav’n of Heav’ns, the high abode, 
Where Mofes places his myfterious God, 
As Was that ladder which old Jacob rear’d, 
i light divine had haman darknefs clear’d 
si his €nlarg’d ideas found the road, 
Faith had diated, and Angels trod. 
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TO THE 


COUNTESS or EXETER,®* 


PLAYING ON THE LUTE. 


Wauar charms you have, from what high race 
you fprung, | 
Have been the pleafing fubjects of my fong : 
Unfkill’d and young, yet fcmething full I writ, 

Of Ca’ndith beauty join’d to Cecil’s wit. 

But when you pleafe to fhow the lab’ring Mufe, 
What greater theme your mufick can produce ; 

My babling praifes I repeat no more, 

But hear, rejoice, ftand filent, and adore. 


* Anne, daughter of William Earl of Devonfhire, and 
fifter to the firft Duke of Devonfhire, widow alfo to 
Charles Lord Rich, was married to John Cecil Lord Bur- 
leigh, afterwards Earl of Exeter; fhe attended her lord 
upon all his travels, and was prefent when he died, Auguft 
29, 1700, ata village called Iffy, near Paris, and furviv- 
ing him till the 18th of June, 1703, the remains of both 
were depofited at St. Martin, Stamford, where a magnifi- 
cent monument, brought among other curious works from 
Rome, is erected to their memory. 
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The Perfians thus, firft gazing on the fun, 
Admit’d how high ’twas plae’d, how bright it hone; 
But, as his pow’r was known, their thoughts were 

| Yais’d; ms 
And foon they worfhip’d, what at firft they prais’d. 
Eliza’s glory lives in Spencer’s fong ; 
And Cowley’s verfe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you excel, 
The Mufe might diftate, and the Poet tell : 
Your art no other art can {peak ; and you, 
To thow how well you play, muft play anew: | 
* Your mufick’s pow’r your mufick mutt difclofe ; 
For what light is, ’tis only light that fhows. 
__ Strange force of harmony, that thus controuls 
Our thoughts, and turns and fanétifies our fouls: 
While with its utmoft art your fex could move 
Our wonder only, or at beft our love: 
You far above both thefe your God did place, 
That your high pow’r might worldly thoughts 
deftroy ; , 
That with your numbers you our zeal might raife, 
And, like himfelf, communicate your joy. 

When to your native Heay’n you ‘hall repair, 

And with your prefence crown the bleffings there ; 


* Imitated from Alleyne’s Poetical Hiftory of Henry VII. 


For nought but light itfelf, itfelf can fhow, 
And only kings can write what kings can do.” 
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Your lute may wind its ftrings but little higher, 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 
Your art is perfect here ; ; your numbers do, 
More than our books, make the rude atheift know, 
That there’s a Heav’n, by what he hears below. 
As in fome pieee, while Luke his {kill expreft, 
A cunning angel came, and drew the reft: © 
So, when you play, ‘fome godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art ; 
Some cherub finifhes what you. begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 
To burning Rome when frantick Nero play’d, 


| Viewing that face, no more he had furvey’d 


The raging flames; but ftruck with ftrange furprife, 
Confeft them lefs than thofe of Anna’s eyes : 

But, had he heard thy lute, he foon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton’d : | 
Thine, like Amphion’s hand, had wak’d the ftone, 
And from deftru€tion call’d the rifing town : 

“Malice to Mufick had been force’d to yield ; 

Nor could he burn fo faft, as thou cou’dft build, 
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A ATT 
PICTURE OF SENECA 
DYING IN A BATH, 
BY JORDAIN.® 
AT THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF EXETER’S 
AT BURLEIGH HOUSE. 


Wu ILE cruel Nero only drains 

The moral Spaniard’s ebbing veins, 

By ftudy worn, and flack with age, 

How dull, how thoughtlefs is his rage ! 
Heighten’d revenge he fhould have took ; 
He thould have burnt his tutor’s book ; 
And long have reign’d fupreme i in vice = 
One nobler wretch can only rife ; =, 
Tis he whofe fury fhall deface 

The ftoic’s image in this piece. 


* Jacques Jordain was born at Antwerp in 15843; was 
a difciple of Adam van Oort, but was indebted to Rubens 
for the principal part of his knowledge in the art of paint. 
ing: ‘ He painted with extraordinary freedom, eafe, and 
expedition ; there is a brilliancy and harmony in his cos 
louring, and a good underftanding of the Chiaro Scuros 
His compofition is rich, his expreffion natural and ftrong, 
but his defign wanted elegance and tafte. He ftudied and 
copied nature, yet he neither feleéted its beauties, nor re- 
jetted its defeéts, He knew how to give his figures a good 
relief, though frequently incorreét in the outlines ; but his 
pencil is always excellent, and for a free and f{pirited touch, 
no painter can be accounted his fuperior."! Pilkington’s 
Ditionary of Painters. He died in 1678, aged 84 years. 
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For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 
Thy work and Seneca’s remain, 
He ftill has body, ftill has foul, 
- And lives and fpeaks, reftor’d and whole. 


O D E 
I. 


Wa ILE blooming youth, and gay delight 
Sit on thy rofy cheeks confeft, 
Thou haft, my dear, undoubted right 
To triumph o’er this deftin’d breaft. 
My reafon bends to what thy eyes ordain : 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 
“il. . 
But would you meanly thus rely 
On power, you know I muft ee ? 
Exert a legal tyranny ; 
And do an ill, becaufe you may? 
Still muft I thee, as atheifts Heaven adore ; 
is fee thy mercy, and yetdread thy power } F 
Il. 
Fake heed, my dear, youth flies apace ; 
As well as Cupid, Time is blind : 
Soon muft thofe glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find: 
The thoufand loves, that arm thy potent eye, 


Muft drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die- 
IV. Ther 
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IV. 
Then wilt thou figh, when in each frown 
A hateful wrinkle more appears ; 
And putting peevith humours on, 
Seems but the fad effect of: years: 
Kindnefs itfelf too weak a charm will prove, 
To raife the feeble fires of aged love. 


V. 
Forc’d compliments, and formal bows 
Will thow thee juft above neglect : 
The heat with which thy lover glows, 
Will fettle into cold refpe& : . 
A talking dull platonic I fhall turn; 
Learn to be civil, when I ceafe to burn. 


VI. 
Then fhun the ill, and know, my dear, 
Kindnefs and conftancy will prove “ 
The only pillars fit to bear 
So vaft a weight as that of love. 
If thou can’ft with to make my flames endure, 
Thine muft be very fierce, and very pure. 


VIL, - 
Hafte, Celia, hafte, while youth invites, 
Obey kind Cupid’s prefent voice ; 
Fill ev’ry fenfe with foft delights, 
And give thy foul a loofe to joys: 
Let millions of repeated bliffes prove, 
That thou all kindnefs art, and I all love. 
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VIII. 
Be mine, and only mine; take care 
Thy looks; thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide 
‘To me alone; nor conte fo far; 
As liking any youth befide : 
What men e’er court thee, fly ’em, and believe, 
They ’re ferpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 


IX. 
So thal I court thy deareft truth, 
When beauty ceafes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 
Ill love it o’er again in age: 
So Time itfelf our raptures fhall improve, 
While ftill we wake to joy, and live to love. 


T Oo 


FLEETWOOD SHEPHERD, ESQ 


BURLEIGH, MAY 14, 1689. 


SIR, .- 


S once a twelvemonth to the prieft, 

Holy at Rome, here antichrit, 
The Spanifh king prefents a jennet, 
To fhow his love ;———T hat’s all that’s in it: 
For if his holinefs would thump 
His reverend bum ’gainft horfe’s rump, 
He might b’ equipt from his own ftable 
With one more white, and eke more able. 

Or as with Gondola’s and men, his 
Good excellence the Duke of Venice 
(I wifh, for rhime, ’t had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the gulph a ring ; 
Which trick of ftate, he wifely maintains, 
Keeps kindnefs up ’twixt old acquaintance : 
For elfe, in honeft truth, the fea 
Has much lefs need of gold, than he. 


Or, 
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Or, not to Fove, and pump one’s fancy 
For popifh fimilies beyond fea ; 
As folks from mud-wall’d tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn for rent ;: 
Prefent a turkey, or a hen 
To thofe. might better {pare them ten : 
Ev’n fo, with all fubmiffion, I 
(For firft men inftance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, — 
To pay refpect, and not fhow wit: — 


“Nor look afkew at what it faith ; 


There ’s no petition in it,—’Faith. 

Here fome would fcratch their heads, and try 
What they fhould write, and how, and why ; — 
But I conceive, fuch folks are quite in 
Miftakes, in theory of writing. 

If once for principle ’t is laid, 

That thought is trouble to the head ; 

I argue thus: the world agrees, a. 
That he writes well, who writes with eafe : 
Then he, by fequel logical, 

Writes beft, who never thinks at all. 

. Verfe comes from Heav’n, like inward light; ° 
Meer human pains can ne’er come by ’t: 

The God, not we, the poem makes ; 


_ We only tell folks what he fpeaks. 


Hence when anatomitfts difcourfe, 


_ How like brutes organs are to ours ; 


They 
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They grant, if higher powers think fit, 

A bear might foon be made a wit ; 

And that for any thing in nature, 

Pigs might fqueak love-odes, dogs bark Gen 
Memnon, though ftone, was counted vocal ; 

But ’twas the God, mean while, that fpoke all. 

Rome oft has heard a crofs haranguing, 

With prompting prieft behind the hanging: 

The wooden head refoly’d the queftion ; 

While you and Pettis help’d the jeft on. 
Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius, 

Are againft gods, you know; and teach us, 

The God makes not the poet ; but 

The thefis, vice-verfa put, 


Should Hebrew-wife be underftood ; 


And means, the Poet makes the God. 
Egyptian gard’ners thus are faid to 
Have fet the leeks they after pray’d to; 

And Romifh bakers praife the deity 

They chipp’d, while yet in its paniety. 
That when you poets fwear and cry, 

The God infpires ; I rave, I die; 

If inward wind does truly {well ye, 

°T mutt be the cholick in your belly: 

That writing is but juft like dice ; 

And lucky mains make people wife : 

That jumbled words, if fortune throw ’em, 

Shall, well as Dryden, form a poem ; 

Or make a fpeech, correé& and witty, 

As you know who-at the committee. 
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So atoms dancing round the center, 
They urge, made all things at a venture. 
But granting matters fhould be fpoke 

By method, rather than by luck ; 
This may confine their younger ftiles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will’s ; 
But never could be meant to tye. 
Authentic wits; like you and I: 
For as young children, who are try’d in 


_ Go-carts, to keep their fteps from fliding ; 


When members knit, and legs grow ftrongers 
Make ufe of fuch machine no longer ; 
But leap pro libitu, and {cout 
On horfe call’d hobby, or without : 
So when at f{chool we firft declaim, 
Old Bufbey walks us in a theme, 
Whofe props fupport our infant vein, 
And help the rickets in the brain: 
But when our fouls their force dilate, 
And thoughts grow up to wit’s eftate ; 
In verfe or profe, we write or chat, 
Not fix-pence matter upon what. _ 

’Tis not how well an authar fays ; 
But ’tis how much, that gathers praife. 
Tonfon, who is hinWelf a wit,. 
Counts writers merits by the fheet. 
Thus each fhould down with all he thinks, 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I fhould be glad to fee you ; 
I hope y’ are well ; fo God be wi’ you; 

Was 


a 


~ 
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Was all I thought at firft to write: 
But things, fince then, are alter’d quite 3 


. Fancies flow in, and Mufe flies high : 


So God knows when my clack will lie: 


_ § muft, Sir, prattle on, as afore, 


And beg your pardon yet this half hour, 
So at pure barn of loud Non-con, 
Where with my granam I have gone, 
When Lobb had fifted all his text, 
And I well hop’d the pudding next ; 
Now To apPty, ‘has plagu’d me more, 
Than all his villain cant before. 
For your religion, firft, of her 
Your friends do fav’ry things aver : 
They fay, fhe’s honeft, as your claret, 
Not fowr’d with cant, nor ftum’d with merit; 
Your chamber is the fole retreat 
Of chaplains ev’ry Sunday night : 
Of grace, no doubt, a certain fign, 
When lay-man herds with man divine : 
For if their fame be juftly great, 
Who would no Popitfh nuncio treat ; 
That his is greater, we muft grant, 


Who will treat nuncio’s Proteftant. 


One fingle pofitive weighs more, ~ 
You know, than negatives a fcore. 

In politicks, I hear, you ’re ftanch, 
Dire&ly bent againft the French; 
Deny to have your free-born toe 
Pragoon’d inte a wooden fhoe : 
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Are in no plots ; but fairly drive at 
The public welfare, in your private : 
And will, for England’s glory, try 
Turks, Jews, and Jefuits to defy, t 
And keep your places till you die. 
For me, whom wandring Fortune threw 
From what I lov’d, the town and you ; 
Let me juft tell you how my time is 
Paft in a country-life.—Imprimis, 
As foon as Phoebus’ rays inf{pect us, © 
~Firft, Sir, I read, and then I breakfaft ; 
So on, ’till forefaid God does fet, 
I fometimes ftudy, fometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave boys, 
With whom old Homer makes fuch noife, 
The greateft aftions I can find, 
Are, that they did their work, and din’d. - 
The books of which I’m chiefly fond, 
Are fuch, as you have whilom con’d ; 
That treat of China’s civil law, 
And fubjeéts rights in Golconda ; 
N : Of highway-elephants at Ceylan, 
a _ ‘That rob in clans, like men o’ th’ Highland ; 
Of apes that ftorm, or keep a town, 
| As well almoft, as count Lauzun ; 
Of unicorns and alligators, t 


Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, fatyrs, 

And twenty other ftranger matters ; 

Which, though they ’re things I ’ve no concern in, 

Make all our grooms admire my learning. 
Criticks 
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Criticks I read on other men, 
And hypers upon them again ; 
From whofe remarks I give opinion 
On twenty books, yet ne’er look in one. 
Then all your wits, that flear and fham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram ; 
From whom I jefts and puns purloin, 


And flily put them off for mine: 


Fond to be thought a country wit: 

The reft,—-when fate and you think fit. 
Sometimes I climb my mare, and kick her 

To bottl’d ale, and country vicar ; 

Sometimes at Stamford take a quart, 

"Squire Shephard’s health,—with all my heart. 
Thus, without much delight, or grief, 

I fool away an idle life ; 

Till Shadwell from the town retires, 

(Choak’d up with fame and fea-coal fires,) 


To blefs the wood with peaceful lyric ; 


Then hey for praife and panegyric ; 
Juftice reftor’d, and nations freed, 
And wreaths round William’s glorious head. 
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TO THE © 4 
COUNTESS OF DORSET, 


, WRITTEN IN HER MILTON, 


BY MR. BRADBURY. 


: al call | 
i a | S EE here how bright.the firft-born virgin fhone, 
ast And how the firft fond lover was undone. 
ace Such charming words our beauteous mother fpoke, 
ie Vy } a As Milton wrote, and fuch as yours her look. 
php Yours, the beft copy of th’ original face, 
: ! Whofe beauty was to furnifh all the race : 
| wd i | _ Such chains no author could efcape but he ; 
{ ad .  ‘'Jhere’s no way to be fafe, but not to fee. 
| 
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sets Geeta a : 
LADY DURSLEY:® 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


H ERE reading how fond Adam was betray’d, 
And how by fin Eve’s blafted charms decay’d 5 
Our common lofs unjuftly you complain ; 

So {mall that Part of it, which you fuftain. 

You fill, faz, mother, in your offspring trace 
The ftock of beauty deftin’d for the race : 

Kind nature, forming them, the pattern took >. 
For Heav’n? g firft work, and Eve’s original look. : 

You, happy faint, the ferpent’s pow’r cantrout: 
Scatce any agtual guilt defiles your foul : 

And hell does o’er that mind vain triumph boat, 
Which gains a Heav’n, for earthly Eden loft. 

With virtue ftrong as yours had Eve been arm’d, 
in vain the fruit had bluth’d, or ferpent charm’d ; 
Nor had our blifs by penitence been bought ;_ 

Nor had fraji Adam fall’n, nor Milton wrote. e 

* Elizabeth, daughter of Baptift Noel, Vifcount Camp- 
den. She died 30 July, 1719,’ Her hufband, Charles Earl 
of Berkeley (when Lord Durfley), had been envoy extra- 

ordinary and Plenipotentiary to the States of Holland, from 
Whence he "eturned in 1695. - a 
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T Oo 
MY LORD BUCKHURST. . 


: 


VERY YOUNG, 


PLAYING WITH A CAT. 


Tue E am’rous youth, whofe tender breaft 
Was by his darling cat poffeft, 
Obtain’d of Venus his defire, 
Howe’er irregular his fire: 
Nature the pow’r of love obey’d: 
The cat became a blufhing maid ; 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ’d his wonder, and his joy. 
Take care, O beauteous child, take care, 
Left thou prefer fo rafh a pray’r: 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
Will e’er thy fav’rite’s charms improve, 
-O quickly from her fhrine retreat ; 
Or tremble for thy darling’s fate, 
The queen of love, who foon will fee 
« Her own Adonis live in thee, e 
Will lightly her firft lofs deplore ; 
Will eafily forgive the haar ; 


* Lionel, afterwards Duke of Dorfet, to whom Prior 
afterwards dedicated his poems, 
. Her 
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Her eyes with tears no more will flow; ° 
With jealous rage her breaft will glow : 
And on her tabby rival’s face, . 

She deep will mark her new -difgrace. 


o D  &, 
; L 
Wau ILE from our looks, fair nymph, you guefs 
The fecret paflions of our mind ; 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefs 
A heart‘to love and grief inclin’d. 
Id. 
There needs, alas! but little art, | 
To have this fatal fecret found : 
With the fame eafe you threw the dart, 
- ?Tis certain you may fhow the wound. 
a “HI 
How can I fee yqu, and not love; . . 
While you as op’ning eaft are-fair 2 
While cold as northern blafts you prove ; 
How cana I nOvSs and not defpair? 
IV. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent merey may releafe : 
Soon, if my love but once were crown’d, 
- air-prophetefs, my grief would ceafe, 
' D2 . A 


aq 


Ss O NG. 


I N vain you tell your parting lover, 
You with fair winds may waft him over. 
Alas! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I love? 
Alas! what dangers on the main 

Can equal thofe that I fuftain, 


. From flighted vows, and cold difdain ? 


Be gentle, and in pity choofe 
To with the wildeft tempetts loofe : 
That thrown again upon the coaft, 
Where firft my thipwrackt heart was loft, 
I may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dyjng notes complain 
Of flighted vows, and cold difdain. 


T .H E 


DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 


A LEXIS hhun’d his fellow f{wains, 
Their rural fports, and jocund ftrains, 

(Heav’ n guard us all from Cupid’s bow!) -+ 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks ; 
And wand’ring through the Jonely rocks, - 


He nourith’d endlefs woe, 
| The 
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The nymphs and thepherds round him ¢ame: 
His grief fome pity, others blame ; | 
The fatal caufe aH kindly feek': ° - 
He mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He gave ’em back their friendly tears; 
He figh’d, but would not {peak. 


Clorinda came among the reft 
And fhe too kind concern expreft, 
And aik’d ‘the reafon of his woe : 
She afk’d, but with an air and mien,, 
That made it eafily forefeen, 
She fear’d too much to know. 


The thepherd rais’d his mournful head 3 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my breaft fhould tear 5 
Which never fhould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell ? 


*Tis thus I rove, ‘tis thus complain, 
Since you appear’d upon the plain ; 
You are the ¢aufe of all my care: 


_ Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart t 


Ten thoufand torments vex my heart: — 
I love, and] defpair. . 
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Too much, Alexis, I have heard : 

*Tis what I thought; ’tis what I fear’d: 
And yet I pardon you, the cry’d: 

But you fhall promife ne’er again 

To breathe your vows, or fpeak your pain : 

' He bow’d, obey’d, and dy’d. 


TO THE HONOURABLE 


CHARLES MONTAGUE, ESQ°* 


I. 


H OWE’ER, ’tis well, that while mankind 
Through Fate’s perverfe mzander errs, 

He can imagin’d pleafures find, 
To combat againft real cares. 


* Afterwards Earl of Halifax. “ He raifed bimn(elf,” 
fays Mr. Walpole, ‘ by his abilities and eloquence in the 
Houfe of Commons, where He had the honour of being 
attacked, in conjun&ion with Lord Somers, and the fatif- 
faction of eftablithing his innocence as clearly. Addifon 
has celebrated this lord in his account of the greateft Eng- 
lith poets: Steele has drawn his character in the dedication 
of the fecond volumte of the Spegtator, and the fourth of 
the Tatler; but Pope in the portrait of Bufo in the Epif- 
tle to Arbuthnot has returned the ridicule, which his lord- 
fhip, in conjunction with Prior, had heaped on Dryden's 
Hind and Panther.” He dyed 19 May, 3715. 

II. Fancies 
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Il. 
Fancies and notions he purfues, 
Which ne’er had being but in thought: 
Each, like the Grecian artift +, woo’s 
The image he himfelf has wrought. 


Againft experience he believes ; 
He argues againft demonftration ; 
Pleas’d, when his reafon he deceives $ 
And fets his judgment by his paffion, 
IV. 
The hoary fool, who many days 
Has ftruggled with continued forrow, 
Renews his hope, and blindly lays 
The defp’rate bett upon to-mortow. | 
To-morrow comes: ’tis noon, "tis night $ 
This day like all the former flies: 


Yet on he runs, to feek delight fi 


To-morrow, till to-night_he dies. 
VI. 
Our hopes, like tow’ring falcons, aim . 
At objects in an airy height : 
The little pleafure of the game 
. As from afar to view the flight. 


VII. 
Our anxious pains we, all the day, 


In farch of what we like, employ: 
Scorning et night the worthlefs prey, 
We find the labour gave the joy. 


. t Apelles. - 
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ay, 


At 
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VIII. 
_ At diftance through an artful glafs . 
To the mind’s eye things well appear : 
They lofe their forms, and make a mafs 
Confus’d and black if brought too near. 
IX. 
If we fee right, we fee our woes : 
Then what avails it to have eyes? - 
From ignorance our comfort flows. 
The only wretched are the wife. 
X. , 
We weary’d fhould lye down in death : 
This cheat of life would take no more ; 
If you thought fame but empty breath ; 
I, Phillis but a perjur’d whore. . 


HYMN TO THE SUN. 
SET BY DR. PURCEL. 


AND INTENDED TO BE’ SUNG BEFORE THELR 
MAJESTIES ON NEW-YEAR’S-DAY, 1693-4. 


WRITTEN AT THE HAGUE. r 


a 


I. 


L IGHT of the world, and ruler of the year, 

With happy fpeed begin thy great career ; 

And, as thou doft thy radiant journies run, 
Through every diftant climate own, 


7 


That 


That‘in fair Albion thou haft feen’ 
The greateft prince, the brighteft queen, 
- ‘That ever fav’d a land, or blef a throne, 
Since firft thy beams were yh, or aoa power 
was maew 
, II. 
So may thy godhead be confeft, . 
So the returning year be bleft, 
As his infant months beftow 
Springing wreaths for William’s brow ; 
As his fummer’s youth fhall fhed 
Eternal fweets around Maria’s head: 
From the bleffings they beftow, 
Our times are dated, and our ezra’s move: . 
pus govern and enlighten all below, 
: As thou doft all above. 
III. 
Let our hero in the war © 
Aédtive and fierce, like thee, appear: 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee, 
When clad in rifing majety 
Thou marcheft down o’er Delos’ hills confeft, 
With all thy arrows arm’d, in all thy glory dreft. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms employs: 
The raging Python: to deftroy, 
And give the inj jur’d nations peace and joy. 


IV. 
From faireft years, and Time’s more happy 7 


Gather all the {mijing hours ; ; 
Such 
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Such as with friendly care have guarded 
Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 
Such as with conqueft have rewarded 
+ Triumphant vidtors happy cares 3 
Such as ftory has recorded 
Sacred to Naffau’s long renown, 
For countries fav’d, and battles woh. 
: V. 
March them again in fair array, ! 
And bid them form the happy day, 
The happy day defign’d to wait 
On William’s fame, and Europe’s fate. 
Let the happy day be crown’d. 
With great event, and fair fuecefs ; 
No brighter in the year be found, ‘ 
But that which brings the vitor home j Im peace. 
VI. 
Again thy godhead we implore, 
Great in wifdom as in power ; 
Again, for good Maria’s fake, and ours,: 
Chufe out other fmiling hours; . 
Such as with joyous wings have fied, 7 
* When happy counfels were advifing $ 
Such as have lucky omens fhed - 3 
O’er forming laws, .and empires rifing 3 
Such as many courfes ran, 
Hand in hand, a goodly train, 
To blefs the great Eliza’s reign ; 
And in the typic glory fhow, 
What fuller blifs Maria hall beftow. 
VIl. As 


eel 
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As the folemn hours advance, 
- Mingled fend into the dance .. 
Many fraught with all the treafures, 
Which thy eaftern’ travel views ; 
Many wing’d with all the pleafures, 
Man can afk, or Heav’ndiffufe: - 
That great Maria all thofe joys may know; 
Which, from her cares, upon her ee flow. 
, VII. ! 
For thy own. glory fing our fov’ reign’s praife, 
God of verfes and of days: 
Let all thy tuneful-fons adorn | 
Their lafting work with William’s nate; 
Let chofen Mufes yet unborn 
Fake great Maria for their future theme : 
Eternal ftruétures let them raife, 
~ On William’s and Maria’s. praife : 
Nor-want new fubject for the Song ;. : 
Nor fear they can exhauft the @ore ; 
Till Nature’s mufick lies unftrune; 
"Till thou, great God, fhalt lofe thy double pow’rs 
And touch’ thy lyre, and se bias beams ng more. 
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T iH E Se 
LADY’S LOOKING- GLASS. . 


IN IMITATION. OF A GREEK IDYLLIUM. 


Cera aadiaicoie Me 
Walk’d o’er the fand-hills to the fea: 
‘The fetting fun adorn’d the coatt,. 
His beams entire, his fiercenefs loft: 
And on the furface of the deép,. 
The winds lay only not afleep: . 
The nymph did like the fcene appear, __ 
_ Serenely pleafant, calmly fair : t 
‘Soft fell her words, as flew the. air. 


® See Longinus’s comparifon of the Odyffey to the Set- 
ting Sun. Ed. Pearce, 8vo. p. 56. 

¢¢ Whether Prior had the latter words in view, one can- 
not fay; but it is difficult to conceive how the fame image 
could be mare accurately or forcibly transferred from one 
language to another. That lively and moft agreeable 

writer was very fond of copying from the Grecian fchool, 
but always in foch a manner as to thew the mafter, where 
he even meant to imitate, of which this little poem is 
a beautiful inftance: the learned will eafily trace in the 
Looking-Glafs of Prior the Poet and his Mufe (as it may 
be infcribed) of Mofchus. Caprice is the general fub-. 
je&t of both poems, and many images of the latter are tran{=. 
planted i into the former.” Note to Eunomus, 3774, vol. 
iv. p. 108. . 
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With fecret joy I heard her fay, 
That fhe would never mifs one day — f 
A walk fo fine, a fight fo gay. 

But, oh the change! the winds grow high; 
Impending tempefts charge the fky ; 

The lightning flies ; the thunder roars 3 
And big waves lath the frighten’d fhores. 
Struck with the horror of the fight, 

She turns het head, and wings her flight ; 
-And trembling vows, fhe ’ll ne’er again 
Approach the fhore, or view the main. 

Once more at leaft look back, faid I; - 

. Thyfelf in that large glafs defcry : 

When thou art in good-humour dreft ; 

When gentle reafon rules thy breaft ; 

The fun upon the calmeft fea , 
Appears not half fo bright as thee: ; 
’Tis then, that with delight I rove 

Upon the boundlefs depth of love : 

I blefs my chain; I hand my oar ; 

Nor think on all I left on-fhore. . 

But when vain doubt, and groundlefs fear 
Do that dear foolith bofom tear ; : 
When the big lip, and wat’ry eye 
Tell me, the rifing ftorm js nigh : 

Tis then, thou art yon’ ‘angry main, 
Deform’d by winds, and dath’d by rain ; 
And the poor farlor, that muft try 


Jt’s fury, labours lefs than I, a 
, Ship- 
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Shipwreck’d, in vain to land I make ; - 
While Love and Fate ftill drive me back : 
: Forc’d to doat on thee thy own way, 
. I chide thee firk, and then obey. 
‘Wretched when from thee, vex’d when nigh, 
I with thee,. or =e: thee, die. 


ER 
LOVE ann FRIENDSHIP: 
PAS TORA L. 


BY MRS. ELIZABETH SINGER, ® 


AMARYLLIS,~ 


Wu ILE from the tkies the ruddy fun detec: : 
And rifing night the ev’ning fhade extends: 

While pearly dews o’erfpread the fruitful field ; 
And clofing flowers reviving odours yield : 

Let us, beneath thefé {preading trees, recite - 
What from oor hearts our Mufes may indite, 

Nor need we; in this clofe retirement, fear, 

Left any fwain our ain’ rous fecrets hear. 


— 


* Afterwards the eelebrated Mrs. Elizabeth Rowe, It 
js faid Mr. Prior once made his addreffes to this lady. 
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SILVIA. | 
To ev'ry fhepherd I would mine proclaim; __- 
Since fair Aminta is my fofteft theme - 
A ftranger to the loofe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendfhip prove: 
And, while it’s pure and facred fire I fing, 
Chafte goddefs of the groves, thy fuccoug bring. 


AMARYLLIS, 

Propitious God of Love, my breaft infpire 
With all thy charms, with all'thy pleafing fire: 
Propitious God of Love, thy fuccour bring ; 
Whilft I thy darling, thy Alexis fing. | 
Alexis, as the opening bloffoms fair, 

Lovely as light, and foft as yielding air. 

For him each virgin fighs ; and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 

Nor to the ecchoing groves, and whifp’ring {pring, ) 
In fweeter ftrains doés artful Conon fing ; 

When. loud applaufes fill the crouded groves ; 

And Phebus the fuperior fong approves. 


| SILVIA. 
Beauteous Aminta is as early light, _ | 
Breaking the melancholy thades of night, 
hen the is near, all anxious trouble flies; - 
And our reviving hearts confefs her eyes. a 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay defires, 
' ev'ry breaft the beauteous nymph infpires : 
| And 
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And on the plain when fhe no more appears, 

The plain a dark and gloomy profpeét wears. 

In vain the ftreams roll on: the eaftern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees. 

In vain the birds begin their ev’ning fong, 

And to the filent night their notes prolong : | 
Nor groves, nor chryftal ftreams, nor verdant field 
Does wonted pleafure in her abfence yield. 


AMARYLLIS. 


And in hig abfence, all the penfive day, _ 
~ In fome obfcure retreat I lonely ftray ; 
All day to the repeating caves complain, 
In mournful accents, and a dying ftrain. 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to all around : 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales refound. 


SILVIA. 


On flow’ry banks, by ev’ry murm/’ring ftream, 
Aminta is my Mufe’s fofteft theme : i 
»Tis fhe that does my artful notes refine : 
With fair Aminta’s name my nobleft verfe fhall fhine, 


AMARYLLIS. 


I'll twine frefh garlands for Alexis’ aus 
And confecrate to him eternal vows : 
The charming youth. fhall my Apollo prove : | 
ale fhall adorn my fongs, and tune my voice to love. . 
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TO THE 


A vu T H OR 
OF THE FOREGOING 


P.A Ss T O R A L, 


B Y Silvia if thy charming felf be meant; 

If ftiendfhip be thy virgin vows extent ; 

QO! let me in Aminta’s praifes join: 

Her’s my efteem fhall be, my paffion thine, 

When for thy head the garland I prepare ; 

A fecond Wreath fhall bind Aminta’s hair: 

And when my choiceft fongs thy worth proclaim ; 

Alternate verfe fhall blefs Aminta’s name ; 

My heart fhall own the juftice of her caufe ; 

And Love himfelf fubmit to Friendfhip’s laws. 
But, if beneath thy numbers foft difguife, 

Some favour’d fwain, fome true Alexis lyes 

If Amaryllis breaths thy fecret pains ¢ 

And thy fond heart beats meafure to thy ftrains, 

May’ft thou, howe’er I grieve, for ever find 

The flame propitious, and the lover kind ; 

May Venus long exert her happy pow’r, 

And make thy beauty, like thy verfe, endure 5 
Vou. I, E May 
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May ev’ry Gad his friendly aid afford ; 

Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres blefs thy board, 
But, if by chance the feries of thy joys 

Permit one thought lefs chearful to arife ; 

Piteous transfer it to the mournful {wain, 

Who loving much, who not belov’d again, 

Feels an ill-fated paffion’s laft excefs ; 

And dies in woe, that thoy may’ft live in peace, 


a 


—= 


ere 


A - L A D WW: 


GHZ REFUSING TO.CONTINUE A DASPUTE WITS 
ME, AND LEAVING ME IN THE ARGUMENT. 


oO pbDd. «£ 


S PARE, gen’rous Vidor, fpare the flave, 

Who did unequal war purfue ; 
That more than triumph he might have, 

_ In being overcome by you. 
5 il. 
| In the difpute whate’er I faid, 

My heart was by my tongue bely’d¢ 

| And in my looks you might have read, - \. 
} How much J argu’d on your fide. 


You, far from danger as from fear, 
Might have fuftain’d an open fight: 
For feldom your opinions err ; * 
Your eyes are always in the right, 
E2 IV, Why, 


ee ee 
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IV. 
Why, fair one, would you not rely - 
On Reafon’s force with Beauty’s join’d ? 
Could I their prevalence deny, 
T muft at once be deaf and blind. 


V. 
Alas! not hoping to fubdue, 
- Tonly to the fight afpir’d ; 
To keep the beauteous foe in view 
Was all the glory I defir’d. 

But fhe, howe’er of vidt’ry fure, ; 
Contemns the wreath too long delay’d 3 
And, arm’d with more.immediate pow’r,, 

Calls cruel filence to her aid. 
Vil, 
Deeper to wound, fhe fhuns the fight : 
She drops her arms, to gain the field: 
Secures her conqueft by her flight ; 
And triumphs, when fhe feems to yield, 
VIII, . 
So when the Parthian turn’d his fteed, 
And from the hoftile camp withdrew ; . 
With cruel skill the backward reed ; : 
He fent; and as he fled, he flew. 
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rd 


SEEING THE 


“DUKE OF OR.MOND’S® 


P I ¢C€ T WU. R_ E, 


AT SIR GODFREY KNELLER’Ss 


O UT from the injar’d canvas, Kneller, ftrike 

Thefe lines too faint: the picture is not like. 

Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again: 

Dreadful in arms, on Landen’s + glorious plain 
E3 ’ Place 


* James Duke of Ormond, eldeft fon of Thomas Earl 
of Offory. He fucceeded his grandfather in title and 
eftate in the year 1688; was bred at Chrift Church in the 
univerfity of Oxford, and after holding many confiderable 
pofts during the reigns of King William and Queen Anne, 
was in the beginning of the reign of George the Firft, 
attainted of high treafon on account of his being concern- 
ed in the unpopular meafures of the laft four years of 
Queen Anne’s reign. He died inExile in the year 1746, 
ina very advanced age. 

t At the battle of Landen the Duke of Ormond was 
taken prifoner after his horfe was fhot under him, and he 
had received many wounds. Mr. Dryden, in his dedica- 
tion prefixed to his Fables in the year 2699, fays, ‘* Yet 
pot to be wholly filent of all your charities, J muft ftay 

“a lite 
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Place Ormond’s duke : impendent in the air 
Let his keen fabre, comet-like, appear, 
Where-e’er it points, denouncing death : below 
Draw routed fquadrons, and the num’rous foe 
Falling beneath, or flying from his blow: — 
oo. Till 
* a little on one action, which preferred the rekef of others 
* to the confiderafion of your felf- When, m the battle 
¢* of Landen, your heat of courage (a fault only pardon- 
*¢ able te your youth) had tranfported you fo far before 
‘¢ your friends, that they were unable to foHow, muth lef 
¢ to fuccour you; when you were not only dangeroufly, 
© but in all appearanee mortally wounded, when in that 
$* defperate condition you were made prifoner, and carried 
«* to Namur, at that time in. pofftffion of the French ¥ 
¢ then it was, my Lord, that you took a cenfiderable part 
* of what was remitted to you of your own revenuesy 
and‘ as a memorable mftance of your heroic charity, put 
¢¢ it into the hands ef Count Guifcard, who was Goe 
« vernor of the place, te be diftributed among your fel 
‘¢ low-prifoners. The French commander, charmed witlt 
the greatnefs of your foul, accordingly configned it te 
** the ufe for which it was intended by the donor: by 
which means the lives of f6 many miferable men were 
«faved, and a comfortable provifion made for their fub- 
¢ fiftence, who had otherwife perifhed,, had not you been 
*¢ the companion ef their misfortune: or rather fent by 
:¢¢ Providence, like another Jofeph, to keep out famine 
*¢ from invading thofe, whom in humility you called your 
‘* brethren. How happy was it for thofe poor creatures, 
‘* that your grace was made their fellow-fufferer? and 


a. 
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dit weak with wounds, and cover’d o’er with blood, 

Which from the patriot’s breaft in torrents flow’d, 

He faints: his fteed no longer hears the rein ; 

But ftumbles o’er the heap, his hand had flain. 

And now exhaufted, bleeding, pale he lies ; 

Lovely, fad object! in his half-clos’d eyes 

Stern vengeance yet, and hoftile terror ftand : 

His front yet threatens ; and his frowns command i 

The Gallick chiefs their troops around him call ; 

Fear to approach him, though they fee him fall.— 
O Kneller, could thy thades and lights exprefs 

_ The perfeé hero in that glorious drefs ; 


* how glorious for you, that you chofe to want, rathet 
“than not relieve the wants of others? The heathen 
© boet, in commending the charity of Dido to the Trojans, 
** fooke like a Chriftian: NON IGNARA MALI, MISERIS 
“suCCURRERE Disco. All men, even thofe of a dif- 
* ferent intereft, and contrary principles, mutt praife this 
“ Adion, as the moft eminent for piety, not only in this 
“ degenerate age, but almoft in any of the former; when 
“men were made DE MELIORE LUTO; when examples 
“ of charity were frequent, and when they were in being, 
“ TEUCRI PULCHERRIMA PROLES, MAGNANIMI HE- 
* ROES NATI MELIORIBUS ANNIS, Noenvy can de- 
“ tra& from this; it will fhine in hiftory ; and, like 
“ {wans, prow whiter the longer it endures: and the 
. name of ORMOND will be more celebrated in his cap- 
tivity, than in his greateft triumphs,” 
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Ages to come might Ormond’s piature know ; 

And palms for thee beneath his lawrels grow : 

In {pight of Time thy work, might ever thine; 
~ Nor Homer’s colours laft fo long as thine. 


aan 
CELIA +ro DAM ON.: 


ATQUE IN AMORE MALA HEC PROPRIO, SUMMEQUE 
SECUNDO INVENIUNTUR——= LUCRET, LIB. 4. 


Cal 


Wau AT can I fay, what arguments can prove 

My truth, what colours can defcribe my love ; 

If it’s excefs and fury be not known, 

In what thy Celia has already done? ‘A 
Thy infant flames, whilft yet they were conceal’d 

fn tim’rous doubts, with pity I beheld ; 

~ With eafy fmiles difpell’d the filent fear, 

That durft not tell me, what I dy’d to hear: 

In vain I ftrove to check my growing flame, 

Or fhelter paffion under friendfhip’s name : 

You faw my heart, how it my tongue bely’d ; 

And when you prefs’d, how faintly T deny’d——— 
E’er pa a could bring it’s {catter’d 

aid ; 


' Ber reafon could fupport the doubting maid ; 
6 My 
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My foul farpriz’d, and from herfelf disjoin’d, 
Left all referve, and all the fex behind: 
From your command her motions the receiv’d ; 
And not for me, but you, fhe breath’d and liv’d. 
But ever bleft be Cytherea’s fhrine ; 
And fires eternal on her altars fhine; ° 
Since thy dear breaft has felt an equal wound ; 
Since in thy kindnefs my defires are crown’d, 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, ’tis fhown,_ 
Thy joys are center’d all in me alone; 
And fure I am, thou wouldft not change this hour 
For all the white ones, Fate has in it’s pow’s.——= 
Yet thus belov’d, thus loving to exce(s, 
Yet thus receiving and returning blifs, 
_ In this great moment, in this golden now, 
When ev’ry trace of what, or when, or how 
Should from my foul by raging love be torn, 
And far on {welling feas of rapture born ; 
A melancholy tear afflicts my eye 5 ° 
And mv heart labours with a fudden figh : 
Tnvading fears repel my coward joy : 
And ills forefeen the prefent blifs deftroy. 
Poor as it is, this Beauty was the caufe, 
That with firft fighs your panting bofom rofe: 
But with no owner Beauty long will ftay, 
Upon the wings of Time borne fwift away : 
Pafs but fome fleeting years, and thefe poor eyes, 
(Where now without a boaft fome luftre lies) 
| No 
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No longer fhall their little honours keep $ 
Shall only be of ufe to read, or weep: . 
And on this forehead, where your verfe has faid, 
The Loves delighted, and the Graces play'd; 
Infulting Age will trace his cruel way, 
And leave fad marks of his deftructive fway. 

Mov’d by my charms, with them your love may 

ceafe, 

And as the fuel finks, the flame decreafe : 
Or angry Heav’n may quicker darts prepare ; 
And Sicknefs ftrike what Time awhile would {pare 
- Then will my fwain his glowing vows renew ; 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true j 
‘When my own face deters me from my glafs ; - 
And Kneller only fhews, what Celia was. 

Fantaftic fame may found her wild alat'ms : 
Your country, as you think, may want your armss 
You may neglect, or quench, or hate thé flame, 


Whofe fmoak too long obfcur’d your rifing name! - 


And quickly cold indiff’rence will enfue ; 


When you Love’s joys through Honour’s optic views 


Then Celia’s loudeft pray’r will prove too weak, 
To this abandon’d breaft to bring you back ; 
When my loft lover the tall fhip afcends, 

With mufick day, and wet with jovial friends t 
The tender accents of 2 woman’s-cry 


Wall pafe unheard, will unregarded die ; 


When 
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When the rough feaman’s louder fhouts prevail 5 

When fair occafion fhows the fpringing gale ; 

And Int’reft guides the helm; and Honour {wells 
the fail. 

Some wretched lines from this neglected hand, 
May find my hero on the foreign ftrand, 
Warm with new fires, and pleas’d with new com- 

mand : | 
While the who wrote ’em, of all joy bereft, 
Fo the rude cenfure of the world is left; 
Her mangl’d fame in barb’rous paftime loft, 
The coxcomb’s novel, and the drunkard’s toatk. 

But nearer care (O pardon it!) fupplies 

Sighs to my breaft, and forrow to my eyes. 

Love, Love himfelf (the only friend I have) 

May {corn his triumph, having bound his flave. 

That tyrant god, that reftlefs conqueror 

May quit his pleafure, to affert his pow’r 

Forfake the provinces that blefs his fway, 

To vanquith thofe which will not yet obey. 

' Another nymph with fatal pow’r may rife, 

‘Fo damp the finking beams of Celia’s eyes ; | 

With haughty pride may hear her charms confeff 

And fcorn the ardent vows that I have bleft : 

You ev’ry night may figh for her in yain ; 

And rife each morning to fome freth difdain : 

’ While Celia’s fofteft look may ceafe to charm ; 

And her embraces want the pow’r to warm: | 

While thefe fond arms, thus circling you, may prove 

More heavy chains, and thofe of hopelef love. 
Juk& 
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Juft-Gods! all other things their like produce 3 


The vine arifes from her mother’s juice : 
When feeble plants, or tender flow’rs decay : 
"They to their feed their images convey_: 
. Where the old myrtle her good influence ftheds ; 
Sprips of like leaf ereét their filial heads : 
And when the parent-rofe decays, and dies ; 
‘ With a refembling face the daughter-buds arife. 
_ ‘That product only which our paffions bear, 
Eludes the planter’s miferable care : 
While blooming Love affures us golden fruit; ~ 
Some inborn poifon taints the fecret root: 
Soon fall the flow’rs of joy ; foon feeds of hatred 
fhoot. - 

Say, fhepherd, fay, are thefe reflections true? oan. 
_ Or was it but the woman’s fear, that drew t 
This cruel fcene, unjuft to Love and you? 
Will you be only, and for ever mine? 
Shall neither time, nor age our fouls disjoin-? | | 
From this dear bofom fhall I ne’er be torn? 
Or you grow cold, refpectful, and forfworn? | 
And can you not for her you love do more, 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 

- 
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PRESENTED TO THE KING, ON HIS MAJESTY’S 
ARRIVAL IN HOLLAND, 


aeTtares 
THE QUEEN’S DEATH. 
Mp-CxcCcy.* 


QUIs DESIDERIO siT PUDOR AUT MODUS 
TAM CARI CAPITIS? PRACIPE LUGUBRES 
CANTUS, MELPOMENE, 


Ji 
Ar Maty’s tomb, (fad) facred place!) 
The virtues fhall their vigils keep: 
And every Mufe, and every grace 
In folemn ftate fhall ever weep. 
IJ. 
The future, pious, mournful fair, 
Oft as the rolling years return, 
With fragrant wreaths, and flowing hair, 
Shall wifit her diftinguith’d urn. 


* Queen Mary died on the aSth December, 3694, in 
the 33d year of her age. 


IH. For 
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If. 
For her the wife and great fhall mourn ; 
When late records her deeds repeat : 
Ages to come, and men unborn- 
Shall blefs,her name, and figh her fate. - 
a Iv.° 
Fair Albion fhall, with faithful truf, 
Her holy Queen’s fad reliques guard ; 
*Till Heav’n awakes the precious duft, 
And gives the faint her full reward. 
2 Vv. 
But let the king difmifs his woes, 
Reflecting on his fair renown ; 
And take the cyprefs from his brows, 
To put his wonted laurels on. 
| VI. . 
If preft by grief our monarch ftoops ; 
In vain the Britifh lions roar: 
If he, whofe hand fuftain’d them, droops, 
The Belgic darts will wound no more. 
| VII. 
Embattel’d princes wait the chief, 


Whofe voice fhould rule, whofe arm fhould Iead; 


And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief, 
_ Which hinders Europe being freed. 
. OVI 
The great example they demand, 
Who ftill to conqueft led the way ; 
Withing him prefent to command, 
As they ftand ready to obey. | 


IX. They 


a 
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IX. 
They feek that joy, which ufed to glow, 
Expanded on the hero’s face ; 
When the thick fquadrons preft the foe, 
And William led the glorious chace. 
< X. 
To give the mourning nations joy, 
Reftore them thy anfpicious light, 
Great fun: with radiant beams deftroy 
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Thofe clouds, which keep thee from our nents 


XI. 
Let thy fublime meridian courfe 
For Mary’s fetting rays attone : 
Our luftre with redoubl’d force, 
- Mauft now proceed from thee alone. 
: XII. | 
See, pious King, with diff’rent ftrife 
Thy ftruggling Albion’s bofom-torn : 
So much fhe fears for William’s life, 
That Mary’s fate fhe dare not mourn, 
| XIII, 
Her beauty, in thy fofter half 
Bury’d and loft, fhe ought to grieve : 
But let her ftrength in thee be fafe : 
And let her Weep 5 but let her live. | 
XIV. 
Thou, guardian angel, fave the land 
From thy own grief, her fierceft foe ; 
Left Britain, refcu’d by thy.hand, 
Should bend and fink beneath thy woe, 
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XV. 
Her former triumphs all are vain, 
Unlefs new trophies ftill be fought ; 
And hoary majetty fuftain 
The battles, which thy youth has fought. 
XVI. 
Where now is all that fearful love, 
Which made her hate the war’s alarms ? 
That foft excefs, with which fhe ftrove 
To keep her hero in her arms? 
XVII. 
While ftill the chid the coming fpring, 
~ Which call'’d him o’er his fubjeét feas , 
While, for the fafety of the king, 
She with’d the victor’s glory lefs. 
XVIII. 
*Tis chang’d; ’tis gone: fad Britain now 
Haftens her lord to foreign wars : 
Happy, if toils may break his woe 5 
_ Or danger may divert his cares, 
| XIX, 
Jn martial din the drowns her fighs, 
Left he the rifing grief fhould hear ; 
She pulls her helmet o’er her eyes, 
Left he fhould fee the falling tear. Z 
XX. 
Go, mighty prince, let France be taught, 
How conftant minds by grief are try’d 5 
How great the land, that wept and fought, 
When William led; and Mary dy’d. 
: XAXI, Fierce 


“¢ 
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XXI. 
Fierce in the battle make it known, 
Where death with ail his darts is feen, 
That he can touch thy heart with none, 
But that which ftruck the beauteous queem. 
XXII, 
Belgia indulg’d her open grief, 
While yet her mafter was not near 5 
With fullen pride refus’d relief, 
And fat obdurate in defpair. _ 
XXIII. 
As waters from her fluices, flow’d 
Unbouaded forrow from her eyes? 
To earth her bended front fhe bow’d, 
And fent her wailings to the ikies, 
XXIV. 
But when her anxious lord return’d } 
Rais’d is her head ; her eyes are dry’d: 
She fmiles, as William ne’er had mourn’d : 
She looks, as Mary ne’er had dy’d. 
XXV. 
That freedom which all forrows claim, 
She does for thy content refign : 
Her piety itfelf would blame ; 
If her regrets fhould waken thine. 
XXVI. 

To cure thy woe, fhe fhews thy fame; 
Left the great mourner fhould forget, 
That all the race, whence Orange came, 

Made Virtue triumph over Fate. 
Vou. I. F XXXVI. William 
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XXVII. . ; 

William his country’s caufe could fight, 

And with his blood her freedom feal : 
Maurice and Henry guard that right, 

For which their pious parents fell. 

- XXVIII. 

How heroes rife, how patriots fet, 

Thy father’s bloom and death may tell: 


_Excelling others thefe were great : 


Thou, greater ftill, muft thefe excell. 
X XIX. 

The laft fair inftance thou muft give, 
Whence Naffau’s virtue can be try’d ; 
And fhew.the world, that thou can’ft live, 

Intrepid, as thy confort dy’d. 
XXX. : 
Thy virtue, whofe refiflefs force 
No dire event could every ftay, 
Mutt carry on it’s deftin’d courfe ; 
Though Death and Envy ftop the way. 
XXXI. 
For Britain’s fake, for Belgia’s, live: 
Pierc’d by their grief forget thy own :. 
New toils endure; new conquett give ; 
And bring them eafe, though thou haft none, 
XXXII. 
Vanquith again ; though fhe be gone, _ 
Whofe garland crown’d the victor’s hair : 
And reign; though fhe has left the throne, 
Who made thy glory worth thy care. . 
XXXII. Fair 
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XXXII. 
Fair Britain never yet beforo 
Breath’d.to her king a ufelefs pray’r: 
Fond Belgia never did implore, : 
While William turn’d averfe his ear. | 
| XXXIV. 
But fhould the weeping hero now 
Relentlefs to their wifhes prove $ 
Should he recall, with pleafing woe, 
The obje& of his grief and loves 
XXXV. 
Her face with thoufand beauties bleft, 
Her mind with thoufand virtues ftor’d, 
Her pow’r with boundlefs joy confeft, 
Her perfon only not ador’d : 
XXXVI, 
Yet ought his forrow to be checkt ; 
Yet ought his paffions to abate : 
If the great mourner would reflect, 
Her glory 1 in her déath compleat. 
XXXVII. a 
She was inftruéted to command, 
Great king, by long obeying thee’: 
Her {cepter, guided by thy hand, 
Preferv’d the ifles, and rul’d the fea. 
XXXVI. . > 
But oh! ’twas little, that her life 
O’er earth and water bears thy fame: 
In death, ’twas worthy William’s wife, 
Amidft the ftars to fix his name. 
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XXXIX. 
Beyond where matter moves, or place 
Receives it’s forms, thy virtues rowl ; 
From Mary’s glory, angels trace 
The beauty of her part’ner’s foul. 
XLe 
Wife Fate, which does it’s Heav’n decree ° 


To heroes, when they yield their breath, 


Haftens thy triumph. Half of thee 
Is deify’d before thy death. 
XLI. 
Alone to thy renown ’tis giv’n, 
Unbounded through all worlds to go: 
While fhe, great faint, rejoices Heav’n 3 
And thou fuftain’ft the orb below. 
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Liar ’em cenfure: what care I? 
The herd of criticks I defy. 
Let the wretches know, I write 
. Regardlefs of their grace, or fpight. 
No, no: the fair, the gay, the young 
Govern the numbers of my Song. 
All that they approve is fweet:: 
And all is fenfe, that they repeat. 

Bid the warbling Nine retire : 
Venus, ftring thy fervant’s lyre : 
Love fhall be my endlefs theme : 
Pleafure thall triumph over fame : 
_ And when thefe maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine: 
May I grafp at empty praife ; 
And lofe the nymph, to gain the bays. 
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A 


5 = a i ee ‘ : 
Tu E merchant, to fecure his treafure, 
Conveys itin a borrow’d name: 
Euphelia ferves to grace my meafure 3 
_ But Cloe is my, real flame, 
| II. 
My foftet verfe, by darling lyre 
Upon Euphelia’s toylet lay ; . 
When Cloe noted hey defire, 
That I thould fing, that J thould play, 
My lyre I tune, my voice I raife ;. 
But with my numbers mix my fighs ;. 
And whilft I fing Euphelia’s praife, 
I fix my foul on Cloe’s eyes, 
IV, 
Fair Cloe bluth’d; Euphelia frown’d : 
_ I fung and gaz’d: I play’d and tremb]’d ; 
And Venus to the Loves around 
Remark’d, how ill we all diffembl’d, 
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Oo D _E 
SUR LA PRISE 
D &£E N A M UVR, 


PAR LES ARMES DU ROY, 


Lo ANNEE MDCXCIL, \ 


PAR MONSIEUR BOILEAU DESPREAUX, 


I, 


Quztiz doéte & fainte yvreffe 
Aujourd’ huy me fait Ja loy? 
Chaftes nymphes du permeffe, 
N’eit-ce pas vous que je voy? 
Accourez, troupe fcavante : 

Des fons que ma lyre enfante ; 

Ces arbres font réjoitis : 

Marquez en bien la cadence: 

En vous, vents, faites filence: 

Je vajs parler de Louis, - 


II, Dans 
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A wN 
ENGLISH BALLAD, 
. ON THE 
TAKING or N A M UR, 
BY THE 
KING or GREAT BRITAIN. 
- MDCXCYV. 


DULCE EST DESIPERE IN LOCO.® 


I. & Il. 


S OME folks are drunk, yet do not know it: 
So might not Bacchus give you law? 
Was ita Mufe, O lofty Poet, 
Or virgin of St. Cyr, you faw? 
Why all this fury ? What’s the matter, 
That oaks muft come from Thrace to dance ?* 
Moft ftupid ftocks be taught to flatter? 
And is there no fuch wood in France? 
Why muft the winds all hold their tongue? 
If they a little breath fhould raife : 
Would that have {poiled the Poet’s fong ; 
-+Or puff’'d away the monarch’s praife ? 
; Pindar. 
© This Ballad received great alterations after the firft 
edition of it. The taking of Namur by the French in the 
year 162, and the retaking it by the Englifh in the year 
1695, were confidered by each nation as events which con- 
tributed, 
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II. 

Dans fes chanfons immortelles, 

Comme un aigle audacieux, 

Pindare étendant fes aifles, 

Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux. 
"Mais, 3 ma fidele lyre, 

Si, dans l’ardeur qui m’infpire. 

Tua peux fuivre mes tranfports ; 

Les chefnes de monts de Thrace 

N’ont rien oiii, que ne’efface 

La douceur de tes accords, 


* TT 

Eft-ce Apollon & Neptune, 

Qui fur ces rocs fourcilleux 

Ont, compagnons de fortune, 

Batti ces murs orgueilleux ? . 

De leur enceinte fameufe 
_ La Sambre unie a la Meufe, 

Defend le fatal abord ; 

Et par cent bouches horribles 

L’airain fur ces monts terribles 

Vomit le fer, & la mort, __ 


tributed to raife the honour and reputation of the refpee~ 
' tive kingdoms. Both fieges were carried on by the rival 
monarchs in perfon, and the fuccefs of each was celebrated 
by the beft writers of the times. It may be doubted whe- 
ther there ever was a burlefque more agreeably or happily 
executed than this by our excellent countryman, =) 


&77 se 


M. PRIOR, 63 


Pindar, that eagle, mounts the fkies : 
While Virtue leads the noble way: 
Too like a vulture Boileau flies, 
Where fordid Int’reft fhews the prey. 
When once the Poet’s honour ceafes, 
From reafon far his tranfports rove : 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces, 
Makes Louis take the wall of Jove. 


IIT." 
Neptune and Sol came from above, 
Shap’d like Megrigny and Vauban: + : 
They armed thefe rocks: then fhow’d old Jove 
Of Marli wood, the wond’rous plan. 
Such walls, thefe three wife gods agreed, 
By human force could ne’er be fhaken: — 
But you and I in Homer read 
Of gods, as well as men, miftaken. 
Sambre and Maefe their waves may join ; 
But ne’er can William’s force reftrain : 
He'll pafs them both, who pafs’d the Boyn: ® 
Remember this and arm the Sein. 


+ Two celebrated engineers. 


* In the year 1690, notwithftanding numberlefs difi- 
culties, this famous paffage of the river brought on a ge- 
neral engagement, which entirely deftroyed the power of 
King James, and put an end to every hope of fuccefs, which 
ps had before entertained from his expedition to Ireland.- 


IV. Fall 


64 


POEMS OF 


. IV. 
Dix mille yaillans Alcides | 
Les bordant de toutes parts, 
D’ éclair au loin homicides 
Font petiller, leurs remparts ; 
Et dans fon fein infidele 
Par tout la terre y recele 
Un feu preft 4 s’élancer, 
Qui foudain percgant fon goufre, 
Ouvre un fepulchre de foufre, 
A quicenque ofe avancer. 


V. 
Namur, devant tes murailles 
Jadis la Grece euft vingt ans 
Sans fruit veu les funerailles 


‘De fes plus fiers combattans, 


Quelle effroyable Puiffance 
Aujourd’huy pourtant s’avance, 
Prefte 4 foudroyer tes monts? 
Quel bruit, quel feu l’environne ? 
C’eft Jupiter en perfonne ; 

On c’eft le vainqueur de Mons, 


VI. 
N’en doute point: c’eft luy-mefme, 
Tout brille en luy; tout eft roy. 
Dans Bruxelles Naflau bléme 
Commence a trembler pour toy, 


En 


IV. 

Fall fifteen thoufand lufty fellows 

With fire and fword the fort maintain ; 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us, 

Yet out they march’d like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below, 

Did death and tombs for foes contrive ; 
Yet matters have been order’d fo, 

That moft of us are ftill alive. 


V. 

ff Namur be compar’d to Troy ; 

Then Britain’s boys excell’d the Greeks ; 
Their fiege did ten long years employ ; 

We've done our bus’nefs in ten weeks. 
What godhead does fo faft advance, 

What dreadful pow’r thofe hills to gain P — 
Tis little Will, the fcourge of France ; 

No Godhead but the firft of men. 
His mortal arm exerts the pow’r 

To keep ev’n Mons’s victor under : + 
And that fame jupiter no more 

Shall fright the world with impious fiandeg 

VI. 


Our king thus trembles at Namur, 

Whilft Villeroy, who never afraid is, * 
‘To Bruxelles marches on fecure, 

To bomb the monks and fcare the ladies. 


+ Mons furrendered to Louis XIV. 10 April, 1691. 

® While King William was carrying on the fiege of Na- 
mur, Marthal Villeroy, in order to compel him to relinquith 
that defign, marched to Bruffels and bombarded that town. 
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En vain il voit le Batave, _ 
Deformais docile Efclave, 
Rangé Sous fes étendars: 

En vain au Lion Belgique 

Hi voit l’aigle Germanique 

Uni fous les leopards. 


VII. 
Plein de la frayeur nouvelle, 
Dont fes fens font agités, 
A fon fecours il appelle _ 
Les peuples les plus vantéz. 
Ceux la viennent du rivage, 
Ou s’enorgueillit le Tage 
De l’or, qui roule en fes eaux ; | 
Ceux-ci des champs, o2 la neige 
Des marais de la norvége 
Neuf mois couvre les rofeaux. — 


VO. 

Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre? 

Sous les Jumeaux effrapéz, 
‘Des froids torrens de Decembre © 

Les champs par tout font noyéz. 

Ceres s’enfuit, éplorée 

De voir en proye 4 Boree 

Ses 
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After this glorious expedition, 
One battle makes thé marfhal great: 
He muft perform the king’s commiffion : 
Who knows, but Orange may retreat ? 
Kings are allow’d to feign the gout, : 
Or be prevail’d with not to fight : 
And mighty Louis hop’d, no doubt, 
That William would preferve that right. 
VII, 
From Seyn and Loyre, to-Rhone and Po, 
See ev’ry mother’s fon appear: 
In fuch a cafe ne’er blame a foe, 
If he betrays fome little fear. 
He comes, the mighty Villeroy comes ; 
Finds a {mall river in his way : 
So waves his colours, beats his drums ; 
And thinks it prudent there to ftay. 
The Gallic troops breathe blood and war, 
The Marfhal cares not to march fafter : 
Poor Vill’roy moves fo flowly here, 
We fancy’d all, it was his mafter. 
VIII. 
Will no kind flood, no friendly rain 
Difguife the Marfhal’s plain difgrace : 
No torrents fwell the low Mehayne? 

The world will fay, he durft not pafs. 
Why will no Hyades appear, , 
Dear Poet, on the banks of Sambre? 

Juft as they did that mighty year, 
When you turn’d June into December, 
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Ses guerets d’epics chargéz, 
Et fous les urnes fangeufes * 
Des Hyades oraguefes 

Tous fes tréfors fubmergéz. 


IX. 
Déployez toutes vos rages, 
Princes, vents, peuples, frimats 3 
Ramaffez tous vos nuages ; 
Raffemblez tous vos foldats. 
Malgré vous Namur en poudre 
S’en va tomber fous la foudre 


- Qui domta Lille, courtray, 


Gand la fuperbe efpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezangon, Dole, 
Ypres, Maftricht, & Cambray. 


X. 

Mes préfages s’accompliffent : 
Il commence a chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui retentiffent 
Ses murs s’en yont s’écrouler. 
Mars en feu qui les domine, 
Souffle 4 grand bruit leur ruine, 
Et les bombes dans les airs 
Allant chercher le tonnere 
Semblent tombant fur la terre, 
Vouloirs s’ouvrir les enfers. 

"4 XI. Accourez, 
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The Water-nymphs are too unkind 

To Vill’roy ; are the Land-nymphs fo? 
And fly they all, at once combin’d 

To fhame a general, and a beau? 

IX. 

‘Truth, Juftice, Senfe, Religion, Fame, 

May join to finifh William’s ftory: ‘ 
Nations fet free may blefs his name ; 

And France in fecret own his glory. 
But Ypres, Meiftricht, and Cambray, 

Befangon, Ghent, St. Omers, Lifle, 
Courtray, and Dole——ye criticks, fay, 

How poor to this was Pindar’s ftile | 
With eke’s and al/o’s tack thy ftrain, 

Great bard; and fing the deathlefs prince, 
Who loft Namur the fame campaign, 

He bought Dixmude, and plunder’d Deynfe. 

X, 


- Tithold ten pound my dream is out : 


I'd tell it you, but for the rattle 
Of thofe confounded drums; no doubt 
Yon’ bloody rogues intend a battle. - 
Dear me! a hundred thoufand French 
With terror fill the neighb’ring field : 
While William carries on the trench, 
Till both the town and caftle yield. 
_ VilProy to Boufflers fhould advance, ' 
Says Mars, through cannons mouths in fire ; 
Id eff, one marefchal of France | 
Tells other, he can come no nigher. 
Vou, I, G XI. Regain 
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XI. 
Accourez, Naffaz, Baviere, 
De ces murs l’unique efpoir ¢ 
A couvert d’une riviere 
Venez: vous pouvez tout voir. 
Confiderez ces approches : 
Voyez grimper fur ces roches 
Ces athletes belliquex; 
Et dans les eaux, dans la flame, 
Louis 4 tout donnant I’ame, 
Marcher, courir avec eux, 


XII. 
Contemplez dans Ia tempefte, 
Qui fort de ces boulevars, 
La plume qui fur fa tefte 
Attire tous les regards. 
A cet aftre redoutable 
Todjours un fort favorable 
§’attache dans les combats ¢ 
Et toujours avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la victoire 
Vole, & le fuit 4 grands pas. 


XIII. 
Grands deffenfeurs de l’Efpagre, 
Montrez-vous : il en eft temps: 
Courage; vers la Mahagne 
Voila vos drapeaux flottans. 
jamais fes ondes craintives 
N’ont vet fur leuys foibles rives . 


y 
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XI. 
Regain the lines the fhorteft way, 
Vill’roy ; or to Verfailles take poft ; 
For, having feen it, thou canft fay 
The fteps, by which Namur was loft, 
The fmoke and flame may vex thy fight: 
Look not once back: but as thou goeft, 
Quicken the fquadrons in their flight ; 
And bid the d 1 take the flowett. 
Think not what reafon to produce, 
From Louis to conceal thy fear : 
He'll own the ftrength of thy excufe ; 
Tell him that William was but there. 


XT. 

Now let us look for Louis’ feather, 
That us’d to fhine fo like a ftar : 

The gen’rals could not get together, 
Wanting that influence, great in war, 

O Poet! thou had’ft been difcreeter, 
Hanging the monarch’s hat fo high ; 

If thou had’ft dubb’d thy ftar a meteor, 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 


XIII. 
To animate the doubtful fight, 
Namur in vain expects that ray : 
Ia vain France hopes, the fickly light 
Should fhine near William’s fuller day, 
| | Gz 
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‘'Tant de guerries s’amafler. 


Courez donc: qui vous retarde ? 
Tout l’univers vous regarde. 
N’ofez vous la traverfer ? 


. XIV. 
Loin de fermer le paffage 
A vos nombreux bataillons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Reculé fes pavillons. 
Quoy ? leur feul afpect vous glace ? 
Oi font ces chefs pleins d’audace, 
Jadis fi prompts a marcher, 
Qui devoient de la Tamife, 
kit de la Drave foimife, 
Jufq’a Paris nous chercher? 


XV. 


- Cependant I’effroy redouble 


Sur les remparts de Namur 

Son governeur qui fe trouble 
S’enfuit fous fon dernier mur. 

Déja jufques a fes portes 

Je voy monter nos cohortes, 

La flame & le fer en main: 

Et fur les monceaux de piques, 

De corps morts, de rocs, de briques, 
S’ouvrir un large chemin. 
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It knows Verfailles, it’s proper ftation ¢ 
_ Nor cares for any foreign {phere : 

Where you fee Boilean’s conftellation, 
Be fure rio danger can be near. 


XIV. 

The French had gather’d all their force ; 

And William met them in their way : 
Yet off they brufh’d, ‘both foot and horfe, 

What has friend Boileau left to fay? ' 
When his high Mufe is bent upon’t, 

To fing her king—that great commander, 
Or on the fhores of Hellefpont, 

Or in the valleys near Scamander ; 
Would it not fpoil his noble tafk, - 

If any foolith Phrygian there is, 
Impertinent enough to afk, 

How far Namur may be from Paris, 


XV. 
Two ftanzas more before we end, 
Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and fire; 
Leave them behind you, honeft friend : 
And with your countrymen retire. 
Your ode is fpoilt ; Namur is freed ; 
For Dixmuyd fomething yet is due : 
So good Count Guifcard may proceed ; * 
But Boufflers, Sir, one word with you——» 


* Count Guifcard was commander of the town of Na- 
mur. Marfhal Boufflers of the caftle there. 


G 5 XVI, ’Tis | 
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XVI. 
C’en eft fait. Je viens d’entendre 
Sur ces Rockers éperdus 
Battre un fignal pour fe rendre : 
Le feu ceffe. Ils font rendus. 
Dépoiiillez vétre arrogance, 
Fiers ennemis de la France, 
Et. deformais gracieux, 
Allez a Liege, a Bruxelles, 


~ Porter les humbles nouvelles 


De Namur pris a vos yeux, 


When 
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XVI. 
"Tis done. In fight of thefe commanders, 
Who neither fight, nor raife the fiege, - 
The foes of France march fafe through Flanders 5 
Divide to Bruxelles, or to Liege, 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 
That Boufflers may new honours gaia t 
He the fame play by land has fhewn, | 
As Tourville did upon the main. * 
Yet is the Marfhal made a peer ! 
O William, may thy arms advance ; 
That he may lofe Dinant next year, 
And fo be conftable of France. 


* M. de Tourville was commander of the French fquae 


dron which engaged Admiral Ruffell in i692, off La 
Hogue, a 
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. PRESENTED 
TO THE KING, 
AT. HIS 
ARRIVAL IN HOLLAND, 
AFTER THE 
DISCOVERY OF THE CONSPIRACY ® 


MDCXCVI, 


SERUS IN COELUM REDEAS$ DIUQUE 
- LAETUS INTERSIS POPULO QUIRINI: 
NEVE TE NOSTRIS VITIIS INIQUUM 
OCYOR AURA 
TOLLAT amen Hor. ad Auguftum, 


Yr careful angels, whom eternal Fate 
Ordains, on earth and human atts to wait ; 
Who turn with fecret power this reftlefs ball, 
And bid predeftin’d empires rife and fall: 
Your facred aid religious monarchs own; 
When firft they merit, then afcend the throne: 


* This confpiracy is generally called the Affaffination 
Plot. Sir John Fenwick was executed for being conceri- 


ed in it. 
. 
But 
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Bat tyrants dread ye, left your juft decree 

Transfer the power, and fet the people free: 

See refcu’d Britain at your altars bow: 

And hear her hymns your happy care avow: 

That ftill her axes and her rods fupport 

The judge’s frown, and grace the awful court : 

That law with all her pompous terror ftands, . 

To wreft the dagger from the traitor’s hands ; 

And rigid juftice reads the fatal word ; 

Poifes the balance firft, then draws the fword. 
Britain her fafety to your guidance owns, 

That fhe can fep’rate parricides from fons ; 

That, impious rage difarm’d, fhe lives and reigns, 


Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. 


And thou, great minifter, above the reft 
Of guardian Spirits, be thou for ever bleft: 
Thou, who of old wert fent to Ifrael’s court, 
With fecret aid great David’s ftrong fupport ; 


‘To mock the frantick rage of cruel Saul, 


And ftrike the ufelefs javelin to the wall. 
Thy later care o’er Walliam’s temples held. 
On Boyne’s propitious banks, the heav’nly fhield; 
When power divine did fovercign right declare; 
And cannons mark’d, whom cliey were bid to fpare. 
Still, bleffed angel, be thy care the fame ; 
Be William’s life untouch’d, as is his fame: 
Let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand: 
Save thou the king, as he has fav’d the land. 
We angels forms in pious monarchs view ; 
We reverence William; for he atts like you; . 
Like 
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Like you, commiffion’d to chaftife and blefs, 
He mutt avenge the world, and give it peace. 

Indulgent Fate our potent prayer receives ; 

And ftill Britannia fmiles, and William lives 
The hero dear to earth, by heaven belov’d, 
By troubles muft be vex’d, by dangers prov’d: 
His foes muft aid to make his fame compleat, 
And fix his throne fecure on their defeat. 

So, though with fudden rage the tempeft comes; 
Though the winds roar; and though the water foamss 
Imperial Britain on the fea looks down, 
And fmiling fees her rebel fubje& frown : 

Striking her cliff, the ftorm confirms her pow’r : 
' The waves but whiten her triumphant fhore : 

In vain they would advance, in vain retreat: 
Broken they dafh, and perifh at her feet. 

For William ftill new wonders fhall be fhown: 
The powers that refcued, fhall preferve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain’s joyful fea, 

Behold, the monarch ploughs his liquid way : 

His fleets in thunder through the world declare, 

Whofe empire they obey, whofe arms they bear. 

Blefs’d by afpiring winds, he finds the ftrand 

Blacken’d with clouds; he fees the nations ftand t 

Blefling his fafety, proud of his command. — > 

Jn various tongues he hears the captains dwell 

On their great leader’s praife, by turns they tell, 

And liften, each with eraulous glory fir’d, 

How William conquer’d, and how France retir’d; 
7 How 
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How Belgia freed the hero’s arm confefs’d, 

But trembled for the courage which hhe blefs’d, 
O Louis, from this great example know, 

To be at once a hero, and a foe: 

By founding trumpets, hear, and rattling drums, 

When William to the open vengeance comes : 

And fee the foldier plead the monarch’s right, 

Heading-his troops, and foremoft in the fight. 
Hence then, clofe Ambufh and perfidious War, 

Down to your native feats of Night repair. 

And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride 

Reftrain’d, behind the victor’s chariot ty’d 

In brazen knots, and everlafting chains. 

(So Europe’s peace, fo William’s fate ordains.)- 

While on the ivory chair in happy ftate - 

He fits, fecure in innocence, and great 

In regal clemency; and.views beneath 

Averted darts of rage, and pointlefs arms of death. 


T O 


Cc LOE WEEPIN G. 


S EE, whilf# thou weep’ft, fair Cloe, fee 


The world in fympathy with thee. 

The chearful birds no longer fing, 

Each droops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their bofom lower, ' 
And fhed their forrows in a fhower. 

The brooks beyond their limits flow; 

And louder murmurs {peak their woe. 

The nymphs and {wains adopt thy cares: 
They heave thy figns, and weep thy tears, 
Fantaftic nymph! that grief fhould move 
Thy heart obdurate againft Love. 

Strange tears! whofe power can foften all, 
But that dear breaft on which they fall. 


— ——— 
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I. 


D EAR Howard, from the foft affaults of Love, 


Poets and painters never are fecure ; 
Can I untouch’d the fair ones paflions move ? 


Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its pow’r? 
To 


* «Hugh Howard, better known by thefe beautiful 
“ verfes to him, than by his own works, was fon of Ralph 
“ Howard, doétor of phyfick, and was born in Dublin, 
“February 7, 1675. His father being driven from Ire- 
“land by the troubles that followed the Revolution, 
“brought the lad to England, who difcovering a difpofi- 
“tion to the arts and Belles Lettres, was fent to travel in 
“ 1697; and, in his way to Italy, paffed through Holland © 
“in the train of Thomas Earl of Pembroke, one of the 
“ plenipotentiaries at the treaty of Ryfwick. Mr. Howard 
“* proceeded as he had intended, and having vifited France 
“‘and Italy, returned home in Oétober, 1700. 

‘Some years he paffed in Dublin: the greateft and 
“ latter part of his life he fpent entirely in England, prac- 

“* tiling 
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IT. 

‘To great Apelles when young Ammon broaght ® 
The darling idol of his captive heart ; — 

And the pleas’d nymph with kind attention fat, 
To have her charms recorded by his art : 


*¢ tifing painting, at leaft with applaufe; but having in- 
*¢ sratiated himfelf by his fame and knowledge of lands 
¢¢ with men of the firft rank, particularly the Duke of 
¢* Devonfhire and Lord Pembroke, and by a parfimonious 
<¢ management of his good fortune, and of what he received 
«* with his wife, he was enabled to quit the praétical part 
¢¢ of his profeffion for the laft twenty years of his life; the 
«¢ former peer having obtained for him the pofts of Keeper 
«¢ of the State Papers, and Pay-Mafter of his Majefty’s 
«¢ Palaces. In this pleafing fituation he amufed himfelf 
«< with forming a large collection of prints, books, and 
¢¢ medals, which at his death + (March 27, 1737), he be- 
¢¢ queathed to his only brother Robert Howard, Bithop of 
¢¢ Elphin, who tranfported them to Ireland. | 

' © Mr. Howard’s piture was drawn by Dahl, very 
«like, and publithed in Mezzotinto about a year before 
«his death. Howard himfelf etched from a drawing of 
«© Carlo Marati, a head of Padra Refta, the colleétor, 
«¢ with his fpeAacles on, turning over a large book of 
s¢ drawings.” 


" 4 He died in Palt-mall, and was buried at Richmond. Wal- 
pole’s Anecdotes, vol. HI. 156. 


© See Plivy’s Natural Hiftory, B. 35. C. 10. 
| Ill. The 


Ill. 
The am’rous mafter own’d her potent eyes ; 
Sigh’d when he look’d, and trembled as he drew ; 
Each flowing line confirm’d his firft furprize, 
And as the piece advanc’d, the pailion grew. 
IV. 
While Philip’s fon, while Venus’ fon was near, 
What different tortures does his bofom feel ? 
Great was the rival, and the god fevere: 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durft reveal. 
V. 
The prince, renown’d in bounty as in arms, 
With pity faw the ill-conceal’d diftrefs ; 
Quitted his title to Campafpe’s charms, 
And gave the fair-one to the friend’s embrace, 
VI. | 
Thus the more beauteous Cloe fat to thee, 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art: 
_ But happy thou, from Cupid’s arrow free, 
And flames that pierc’d thy predeceffor’s heart, 
VII. 
Had thy poor breaft receiv’d an equal pain ; 
Had I been vefted with the monarch’s power ; 
Thou muft have figh’d, unlucky youth, in vain; 
Nor from my bounty hadft thou found a cure. 
: VI. 
Though ta convince thee, that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 
I would have footh’d the flame, I could not heal ; 
Giv’n thee the world; though I with-held the fair. 


LOVE 
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LOVE DISARMED. 


B ENEATH a myrtle’s verdant fhade 
As Cloe half afleep was laid, 
Cupid perch’d lightly on her breatt, 
And in that heav’n defir’d to reft : 
Over her paps his wings he fpread : 
Between he found a downy bed, 
And neftled in his little head. 

Still lay the god: the nymph furpriz’d, 
Yet miftrefs of herfelf, devis’d, 
How fhe. the vagrant might enthral, 
And captive him, who captives all. 

Her bodice half-way fhe unlac’d ; 
About his arms fhe flily caft 
The filken bond, and held him faft. 

The god awak’d; and thrice in vain 
He {trove to break the cruel chain ; 


And thrice in vain he fhook his wing, 


Incumber’d in the filken ftring. . 
Flutt’ring the god, and weeping faid, 

Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 

Who happen’d, being blind, to ftray, 

And on thy bofom lojt his way: 


Who 
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Who ftray’d, alas! but knew too well, 
He never there muft hope to dwell. 
Set an unhappy pris’ner free. _ 
Who neée’er intended harm to thee, 
To me pertains not, fhe replies, 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What are his haunts, or which his way; _ 
Where he would dwell, or whither ftray: 
Yet will I never fet thee free : 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 
Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart! 
I?ll give thee up my bow and dart :. 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 
And freely let me fly again. 

-Agreed: fecure my virgin heart: 
Inftant give up thy bow and dart: 
The chain [ll in return unty ; 
And freely thou again fhalt fly. 

"Thus fhe the captive did deliver ; 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 


\ 


.. The god difarm’d, e’er fince that day 


Paffes his life in harmlefs play : 
Flies round, or fits upon her breatft, 
A little, uttering, idle’ gueft.” 

E’er fince that day the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid’s ftead ;. 
Direéts his arrow as the wills ; 

Gives grief, or pleafure; {pares, or kills. 


Vor. L H CLOE 
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CLOE HUNTING. 


B EHIND her neck her comely treffes ty’d, 
Her ivory quiver graceful by her fide, 

A-hunting Cloe went: fhe loft her way, - 

And through the woods uncertain chane’d to ftray. 
Apollo paffing by beheld the maid; | 
And, fifter dear, bright Cynthia turn, he id: 
The hunted hind lies clofe in-yonder brake. 
Loud Cupid laugh’d, to fee the god’s miftake ; 
And, laughing cry’d, learn better, great divine, 
To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 
Rightly advis’d, far hence thy fifter feek, 

Or on Meander’s bank, or Latmus’ peak. 

But in this nymph, my friend, my fifter know: 
She draws my arrows, and fhe bends my bow : 


Fair Thames fhe haunts, and every neighb’ring grove, 


Sacred to foft recefs, and gentle love. 

Go, with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed fpear 
At the rough boar; or chafe the flying deer: 
I and my Cloe take a nobler aim: 


At human hearts we fling, nor ever mifs the game. 


@uPIS 


. 
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CUPID ann GANYMEDE, 


In Heaven, one holy-day, you read 
In wife Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedlefs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to pafs an hour, or fo. 
The little Trojan, by the way, 
By Hermes taught, play’d all the play. 

The god unhappily engag’d, 
By nature rath, by play enrag’d, 
Complain’d, and figh’d, and cry’d, and fretted ; 
Loft every earthly thing he betted : 
In ready-money, all the ftore 
Pick’d up long fince from Danae’s fhower ; 
A f{nuff-box, fet with bleeding hearts, 
Rubies, all pierc’d with diamond darts ; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood : 
(The tree in Ida’s foreit ftood) 
His bow] pure gold, the very fame 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame; 
Two table-books in fhagreen covers ; 
Fill’d with good verfe from real lovers ; 
Merchandife rare! a billet-doux, 
Its matter paffionate, yet true; 

H2 Heaps 
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Heaps of hair rings, and cypher’d feals ;' 
Rich trifes ; ferious bagatelles. : 
What fad diforders play begets ! : 
Defperate and mad, at length he fets 
Thofe darts, whofe points make gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his power: 
Thofe darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arife: thofe darts——come, feven’s the main, 
Cries Ganymede: the ufual trick: 
Seven, flur a fix; eleven: a nick. 

Ill news goes faft: ’twas quickly known, 
That fimple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venus flew : 
Too late fhe found the thing too true. 
Guefs how the goddefs greets her fon : 
Come hither, firrah: no, begon ; 
And, hark ye, is it fo indeed ? 
A comrade you for Ganymede ? 
An imp as wicked, for his age, 
As any earthly lady’s page ; 
A {candal and a fcourge to Troy : 
A prince’s fon? a black-guard boy : 
A fharper that with box and dice 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
All Heaven is by the ears together, 
Since firft that little rogue came hither: 
Juno herfelf has had no peace : 
And truly I’ve been favour’d lefs : 
For Jove, as Fame reports, (but Fame 
_ Says things not fit for me to name) — 


— ns paw anys 


a ee ee eee eee 
- 


M: PRIOR. Sq - 


Has aéted ill for fuch a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child, the faid 
(Her anger by her giief allay’d) — \ 
Unhappy child, who thus haft loft 
All the eftate we e’er could boatt ; 

Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 
Thy name defpis’d, thy weaknefs known? 


Nor fhall thy power in Heaven b- own’d ; 
When thou, nor man, nor god can’ft wound. 
Obedient Cupid kneeling cry’d, 
Ceafe, deareft mother, ceafe to chide: 
Gany’s acheat, and I’m a bubble: _ 
Yet why this great excefs of trouble? 
The dice were falfe: the darts are gone: 
Yet how are you or I undone? 
The lofs of thefe I can fupply 
With keener fhafts from Cloe’s eye: 
Fear not, we e’er can be difgrac’d, 
While that bright magazine fhall laft: 
Your crouded altars ftill fhall {moke; 
And man your friendly aid invoke : 
Jove fhall again revere your power, 
And rife a fwan, or fall a fhower, 


Nor fhall thy fhrine on earth be crown’d : . ! 


H 3 CUPID 


CUPID MISTAKEN, 


1. er 
A day, 
S after noon, one fummer’s day, 


Venus ftood bathing in a river; 
Cupid a-fhooting went that way, 
New ftrung his bow, new fill’d his quiver, 
II, 
~ With fkill he chofe his fharpeft dart: 
With all his might his bow he drew, 
Swift to his beauteous parent’s heart 
The too well-guided arrow flew, 
III. 
I faint! I die! the goddefs cry 'd; 
O cruel, could’ft thou find none other, 
To wreck thy fpleen on? Parricide! 
Like Nero, thou haft flain thy mother, 
| IV. 
Poor Cupid fobbing fcarce could fpeak ; » 
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eafy my miftake? 
J took you for your likenefs Cloe, 


VENUS 
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VENUS MISTAKEN. 


I. 


Wu EN Cloe’s picture was to Venus fhowns 
Surpriz’d, the goddefs took it for her own. 

And what, faid fhe, does this bold painter mean? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked feen? 


If. 
Pleas’d Cupid heard, and check’d his mother’s pride: 
And who’s blind now, mamma? the urchin cry’d. 
Tis Cloe’s eye, and cheek, and lip, and breaft; - 
Friend Howard’s genius fancy’d all the reft, 
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J F wine and mufick have the power; 
To eafe the ficknefs of the foul ; 


- Let Phoebus every ftring explore ; 


And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Cloe’s abfence light ; 
And feek for pleafure, to deftroy | 


‘The forrows of this live-long night. 


But fhe to-morrow will return: 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles ftrow, thy odours burn ; 
And meet thy fav’rite nymph in ftate, 
Kind goddefs, to no other powers 
Let us to-morrow’s bleflings own: 
‘Thy darling loves fhall guide the hours : 
And all the day be thine alone, 
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D O V E. 


Virg. 
I. 


I N Virgil’s facred verfe we find, 
That paffion can deprefs or raife 


> The heavenly as the human mind : 


Who dare deny what Virgil fays? 
II. 
But if they fhould ; what our great mafter 
Has thus laid down, my tale fhall prove. 
Fair Venus wept the fad difafter 
Of having loft her favourite Dove. 
HI. 
In complaifance poor Cupid mourn’d ; 
His grief reliev’d his mother’s pain ; 
He vow’d he’d leave no ftone unturn’d, 
But fhe fhould have her Dove again. 
IV. 
Though none, faid he, fhall yet be nam’d, 


-’ I know the felon well enough: 


But be fhe not, mamma, condemn’d 
Without a fair and legal proof, — | 
| . V. With 
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V. 7 
With that, his longeft dart he took, 
As conftable would take his ftaff: 
That gods defi~e like men to look, 
Would make e’en Heraclitus laugh. 
a VI. 
Love’s fubaltern, a duteous band, 
Like watchmen round their chief appear: | 
Each had his lanthorn in his hand: 
And Venus mafk’d brought up the rear, 
VII. 
Accouter’d thus, their eager ftep 
To Cloe’s lodging they directed : 
(At once I write, alas! and weep, 
That Cloe is of theft fufpetted.) 
VIII. 
Late they fet out, had far to go: 
St. Dunftan’s as they pafs’d, ftruck one. 
Cloe for reafons good, you know, 
Lives at the fober end o’th’town, 
IX. 
With one great peal they rap the-door, 
Like footmen on a-vifiting day. 
Folks at her houfe at fuch an hour! 
Lord! what will all the neighbours fay ? 
X.: 
The door‘is open: up they run: 
Nor prayers, nor threats divert their {peed : 
Thieves! thieves! cries Sufan; we’re undone ; 


They'll kill my miftrefs in her bed, 
XI. In 


a 
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XI. 
In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours: for all hiftorians fay, 
She.commonly went up at ten, 
Unlefs Piquet was in the way. 
| XII. 
She wak’d, be fure, .with ftrange furprize, 
O Cupid, is this right or law, | 
Thus to difturb the brighteft eyes, 
That ever flept, or ever faw? 
XIII. 
Have you obferv’d a fitting hare, 
Liftening, and fearful of the ftorm _ 
©f horns and hounds, clap back her ear, 
Afraid to keep, or leave her form? 
"XIV. 
Or have you mark’d a partridge quake, 
Viewing the towering faulcon nigh? 
She cuddles low behind the brake: 
Nor would fhe ftay: nor dares fhe fly. 
RY, | 
Then have you feen the beauteous maid ; 
- When gazing on her midnight foes, 
She turn’d each way her frighted head, 
Then funk it deep beneath the cloaths. 
XVI 
Venus this while was in the chamber 
Incognito: for Sufan faid, _ 
It {melt fo ftrong of myrrh and amber——— 
And Sufan is no lying maid, 
XVII. But 
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XVIE. 
But fince we have no prefent need 
Of Venus for an epifode : 
With Cupid let us e’en proceed ; 
- And thus to Cloe fpoke the god : 
XVIII. 
Hold up your head: hold up your hand, 
Would it were not my lot to fhew ye 
This cruel writ, wherein you ftand 
Indicted by the name of Cloe: 
XIX. 
For by that fecret malice ftirr’d, 
Or by an emulous pride invited, 
You have purloin’d the fav’rite bird, 
In which my mother moft delighted, 
XX. 


Her bluthing face the lovely maid 
Rais’d juft above the milk-white fheet, 
A rofe-tree in a lilly bed, 
Nor glows fo red, nor breathes fo fweet, 
XXI,. 
Are you not he whom virgins fear, 
And widows court? is not your name 
Cupid? If fo, pray come not near—— 
Fair maiden, I’m the very fame. 
XXII. 
Then what have I, good Sir, to fay, 
Or do with her, you call your mother ? 
If Ffhould meet her in my way, | 
We hardly court’fy to each other. © 
XXIII. Diana 
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XXIII. 
Diana chafte, and Hebe fweet, 
Witnefs that what I {peak is true : 
I would not give my paroquet 
For all the Doves that ever flew. 
XXIV. 
Yet, to compofe this midnight noife, 
Go freely fearch where-e’er you pleafe: 
(The rage that rais’d, adorn’d her voice) 
Upon yon’ toilet lie my keys. 
‘ XXV. 
Her keys he takes; her doors unlocks ; 
Through wardrobe, and through clofet bounces; 
Peeps into every cheft and box; 
Turns.all her furbeloes and flounces. 
XXVI. 
But Dove, depend on’t, finds he none ; 
So to the bed returns again : 
And now the maiden, bolder grown, 
Begins to treat him with difdain. 
_ XXVIL. 
I marvel much, fhe fmiling faid, 
Your poultry cannot yet be found : 
Lies he in yonder flipper dead, 
Or may be, in the tea-pot drown’d? 
| XXVIII. 
No, traytor, angry love replies, 
‘He’s hid fomewhere about your breaf ; 
A place, nor god, nor man denies, 
“For Venus’ Dove the proper nett. 
XXIX. Search 
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XXIX. 
Search then, fhe faid, put in your hand, 
And Cynthia, dear protectrefs, guard me: 
As guilty I, or free may ftand, 
Do thou, or punifh, or reward me. 
XXX. ; 
But ah! what maid to love can truft; 
He fcorns, and breaks all legal power? — 
Into her breaft his hand he thruft ; 
And in a moment forc’d it lower. 
XXXI. 
O, whither do thofe fingers rove, 
Cries Cloe, treacherous urchin, whither? 
O Venus! I fhall find thy Dove, 
Says he; for fure I touch his feather. 


LOVER’S ANGER. 


A S Cloe came into the room t’other day, 

I peevith began ; where fo long could you ftay ? 

In your life-time you never regarded your hour: 
You promis’d at two; and (pray look child) ’tis four. 
A lady’s watch needs neither figures nor wheels: 
Tis enough, that ’tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear—— 

Thus far I went on with a refolute air. 

Lord blefs me, faid the ; let a body but fpeak : 
Here’s an ugly hard rofe-bud fallen into my neck; 
It has hurt me, and vex’d me to fuch a degree—— 
See ere; for you never believe me ; pray fee, 

On the left fide my breaft what a mark it has made,. 
So faying, her bofom fhe carelefs difplay’d. 

That feat of delight I with wonder furvey’d; 

And forgot every word I defign’d to have faid. 
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MERCURY AND CUPID. 


I N fullen humour one day Jove 
Sent Hermes down to Ida’s grove, 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His ftore of darts, his total quiver ; 
That Hermes fhould the weapons break, 
Or throw ’em into Lethe’s lake. 
Hermes,: you know, mutt do his errand: 
He found his man, produc’d his warrant : 
Cupid, your darts—this very hour— 
There’s no contending againft power. 
How fullen Jupiter, juft now 
I think I faid: and you’ll allow, 
That Cupid was as bad as he: 
_ Hear but the youngfter’s repartée. 
Come kinfman (faid the little god) 
Put off your wings, lay by your rod ; 
- Retire with me to yonder bower ; 
And reft yourfelf for half an hour: 
Tis far indeed from hence to Heaven : 
And you fly faft: and it is but feven. 
We'll take one cooling cup of ne¢tar ;/ 
And drink to this celeftial heGtor— 
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He break my dart, or hurt my power! 
He, Leda’s fwan, and Danae’s fhower ! 
Go, bid him his wife’s tongue reftrain 3 
And mind his thunder, and his rain,.— 
My darts? O certainly I'll give ’em: 
From Gloe’s eyes he fhail receive ’em ¢ 
There’s one, the beft in all my quiver, 
Twang! through his very heart and liver, 
He then fhall pine, and figh, and rave; 
Good lord! what buftle hall we have ! 
Neptune mutt ftrait be fent to fea ; 

And Flora fummon’d twice a day :. 

One muft find fheils, and t’other flowers, 
For cooling grotts, and fragrant bowers, 
That Cloe may be ferv’d in ftate : 

The Hours muft at her toilet wait : 
Whilft all the reafoning fools below, 
Wonder their watches go too flow, 

Lybs muft fly fouth, and Eurus eaft, 


_ For jewels for her hair and breaft : 


No matter though their cruel hafte 

Sink cities, and lay forefts wafte. 

No matter though this fleet be lofts 

Or that lie wind-bound on the coatt. 
What whifpering in my mother’s ear! 
What care, that Juno should not hear ! 
What work among you fcholar gods ! 
Phetbus muft write him ‘am’rous odes :. 
And thou, poor coufin, muft compofe 
His letters in fubmiffive pris: : 
Vor, I, I  Whilf 
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Whilft haughty Cloe, to fuftain 


. The honour of my myftick reign, 


Shall-all his gifts and vows difdain ; 
And laugh at your old bully’s pain. 
Dear couz, faid Hermes in a fright, 


For Heaven fake keep your darts: good night. 


R ESOLVE me, Cloe, what is this: 
Or forfeit me one precious kifs. 
Tis the firft off-fpring of the Graces: 
Bears different forms in different places s 
Acknowledg’d fine, where-e’er beheld; 
Yet fancy’d finer, when conceal’d. 
*T was Flora’s wealth, and Circe’s charm ;. 
Pandora’s box of good and harm: ? 
T'was Mar’s wifh, Endymion’s dream ; 
Apelles’ draught, and Ovid’s theme. 
This guided Thefeus through the maze ; 
And fent him home with life and praife. 

| But 
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But this undid the Phrygian boy ; 

And blew the flames that ruin’d Troy. 
This fhew’d great kindnefs to old Greece, 
And help’d rich Jafon to the fleece. 


This through the eaft juft vengeance hurl’d, 


And loft poor Anthony the world. 
Injur’d, though Lucrece found her doom; 
This banifh’d tyranny from Rome. 
Appeas’d, though Lais gain’d her hire ; 
This fet Perfepolis on fire. | 
For this Alcides learn’d to fpin ; 

His club laid down, and lion’s ‘kin. 
For this Apollo deign’d to keep, 

With fervile care, a mortal’s fheep. 

For this the father of the gods, 

Content to leave his high abodes, 

In borrow’d figures loofely ran, 
Europa’s bull, and Leda’s {wan, 

For this he reaffumes the nod, 

(While Semele commands the God) 
Launces the bolt, and fhakes the poles ; 


Though Momus laughs, -and Juno fcolds, 


Here liftening Cloe fmil’d and faid ; 
Your riddle is not hard to read : 
I guefs it—fair one, if you do; 
Need I, alas! the theme purfue? 

For this thou fee’ft, for this I leave, 
_Whate’er the world thinks wife or grave, 
Ambition, bufinefs, friendfhip, news, 
My ufeful books, and ferious Mufe. 

| I2 
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For 


And chufe to fit and talk with thee, 

(As thy great orders may decree) 

Of cocks and bulls, and flutes and fiddles, 
Of idle tales, and foolifh riddles. 


Wu AT nymph fhould I admire, or truf, 
But Cloe, beauteous Cloe, juft? 

What nymph fhould I defire to fee, 

But her who leaves the plain for me ? 

To whom fhould I compofe the lay, 

But her who liftens when I play? | 

To whom, in fong, repeat my cares, 

But her who in my forrow fhares? 

For whom fhould I the garland make, 

But her who joys the gift to take, ; 
And boafts fhe wears it for my fake? 

In love am I not fully bleit? 

Lifetta, pr’ythee tell the reft. 
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“For this I willingly decline | 
The mirth of feafts, and joys of wine ; 
Lt 


LISETTA’S REPLY. 


S URE Cloe juft, and Cloe fair, 
Deferves to be your only care :. 


- But when you and fhe to day 


Far into the wood did ftray, 

And I happen’d to pafs by; 

Which way did you caft your eye? 

But when your cares to her you fing, 

Yet dare not tell her whence they fpring ; 

Does it not more affli€ your heart, 

That in thofe cares fhe bears a part? 

When you the flowers for Cloe twine, | 

Why do you to her garland join f 


The meaneft bud that falls from mine? — 


Simpleft of {wains! the world may fee, 
Whom Cloe loves, and who loves me, 
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G A R L A N_ Dz. 


I, 


Tu E pride of every grove I chofe, 
The violet fweet, and lilly fair, 
The dappl’d pink, and blufhing rofe, 
To deck my charming Cloe’s hair. 
’ | Il, . 

At morn the nymph vouchfaft to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 
The flowers lefs blooming than her face, 

The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath. 
. III. | 
The flowers fhe wore along the day : 
And every nymph and fhepherd faid, 
That in her hair they lookt more gay, 
Than glowing in their native bed. 
| IV. 

Undreft at evening when fhe found 
Their odours loft, their colours paft ; 
She changed her look, and on the ground 

Her garland and her eye fhe catt. 


V. That 
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V. 
That eye dropt fenfe diftin@ and clear, 
As any Mufe’s tongue could fpeak, 
When from it’s lid a pearly tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 
VI. 
Diffembling what I knew too well, 
-My love, my life, faid I, explain - 
This change of humour : pry’thee tell : 
That falling tear—What does it mean? 
VU. 
She figh’d ; fhe fmil’d: and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lovely moralift faid : 
See, friend, in‘fome few Aeeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made. 
VII. 
Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of beauty are but one: 
At morn both flourifh bright and gay, 
Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 
IX. 
At dawn poor Stella danc’d and fung ; 
The amorous youth around her bow’d ; 
At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I faw, and kifs’d her in her fhrowd. 
X. 
Such as the is, who dy’d to-day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow ; 
Go, Damo, bid thy Mufe difplay 
The juftice of thy Cloe’s forrow. 
I4 THE 
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T H E L AD Y 


WHO OFFERS HER 
LOOKING-GLASS 
T Oo 
v E N U 8. + 
/ 
VENUS, take my votive glafs ; 
Since I am not what I was ; 


What from this day I fhall be, 
Venus, let me never fee. 


+ Taken from an epigram of Plato. See Rambler, 
Number 143. 


CLOE 


ene eS — anaes rae 
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CcLOE JEALOUS. 
L 


Fors EAR to afk me, why I weep ; 
Vext Cloe to her fhepherd faid ; 
*Tis for my two poor ftraggling fheep 
Perhaps, or for my {quirrel dead. 
II, 
For mind I what you late have writ? 
Your fubtle queftions, and replies ; 
Emblems, to teach a female wit 
The ways, where changing Cupid flies 
| III. 
Your riddle purpos’d to rehearfe 
The general power that beauty has : 
But why did no peculiar verfe 
Defcribe one charm of Cloe’s face? 
IV. ) 
The glafs, which was at Venus’ fhrine, 
With fuch myfterious forrow laid: 
The garland (and you call it mine) 
Which fhow’d how youth and beauty fade 
| V. , 
Ten thoufand trifles light as thefe, __ 
Nor can my rage, nor anger move: 
She fhould be humble, who would pleafe; . 
And the muft fuffer, who can love. 
VI. When 
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VI. 
When in my glafs I chanc’d to look ; 
Of Venus what did I implore? .. 
That every grace which thence I took, 


Should know to charm my Damon more. 


VII. | 
Reading thy verfe ; who heeds, faid I, 
If here or there his glances flew? 
O free for ever be his eye, 
Whofe heart to me is always true. 
VIl. ts 
My bloom indeed, my little flower 
Of beauty quickly loft its pride ; 
For fever’d from its native bower, . 
It on thy glowing bofom dy’d. 
Yet car’d I not, what might prefage, 
Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth; 
Love I efteem’d more ftrong than age, 
And time lefs permanent than truth. 
X. 
Why then I weep, forbear to know : 
Fall uncontroul’d my tears, and free: 
O Damon, ’tis the only woe, : 
I ever yet conceal’d from thee. 
XI, 
The fecret wound with which I bleed 
Shall lie wrapt up, ev’n in my hearfe : 
But on my tomb-ftone thou thalt read — 
My anfwer to thy dubious verfe. 


AN- - 


ae ee 


— ee i Iii ie 
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T O 
CLOE JEALOUS, 
IN THE SAME STILE, 


THE 


AU THOR SIC K. 


I. 


Y: S, faireft proof of Beauty’s power, } 
Dear idol of my panting heart, | 
Nature points this my. fatal hour: 
And [ have liv’d; and we muft part. 
II. 
While now I take my laft adieu, 
Heave thou no figh, nor fhed a tear 5 
Left yet my half-clos’d eye may view, 
On earth an object worth its care. 
Il. 
From Jealoufy’s tormenting ftrife 
_ For ever be thy bofom freed : 
That nothing may difturb thy life, 
Content I haften to the dead. | 
| IV. Yet 


113 POEMS OF 
I. 
Yet when fome better-fated youth 
Shall with his amorous parly move thee ; 


_ Refle& one moment on his truth 
Who dying thus, perfifts to love thee. 


A 


BETTER ANSWER. 


I. 


D EAR Cloe, how blubber’d is that pretty face: 
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurl’d: 
Pr’ythee quit this caprice ; and (as old Falftaf fays) 
' Let us e’en talk a little like folks of this world. 

II. : 
How can’ft thou prefume, thou haft leave to deftroy 
The beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 
Thofe looks were defign’d to infpire love and joy: 
More ord’nary eyes may ferve people for weeping. 
Ill. 
To be vext at a trifle or two that I writ, 
Your judgment-at once, and my paffion you wrong: 
You take that for fa&, which will fcarce be found wit: 
“Od’s life! muit one {wear to the truth of a fong? 


IV. What - 


a A 
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IV. 
What I {peak, my fair Cloe, and what I write, fhews 
The difference there is betwixt nature and art: 
I court others in verfe; but I love thee in profe: 
And they have my whimfies, but thou haft my heart. 
V. g 
The god of us verfe-men (you know child) the fun, 
How after his journeys he fets up his reft: 
If at morning o’er earth ’tis his fancy to run: 
At night he declines on his Thetis’s breaft. 
VI. 
So when I am weary’d with wandering all day ; 
To thee, my delight, in the evening I oa : 
No matter what beauties I-faw in my way :* | 
They were but my vifits, but thou art my home. 
VI. 
Then finith, dear Cloe, this paftoral war; 
And let us, like Horace and Lydia agree: 
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet fublimer than me. 


° My heart with her but, as gueft wife fojourn’d, 
And now to Helen it is home return’d, 
There to remain. 


Midfummer Night’s Dream, A. 4. Ss. te 


PAL- 
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PALLAS AND VENUS. 
A N 


E P I G R A ™M. 


Tu E Trojan fwain had judg’d the great difpute, 
And beauty’s power obtain’d the golden fruit ; 
When Venus, loofe in all her naked charms, 
Met Jove’s great daughter clad in fhining arms. 
The wanton goddefs view’d the warlike maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly fhe faid: 
Yield, fifter; rival, yield: naked, you fee, 
I vanquifh: guefs how potent I fhould be ; 
If to the field I came in armour drett ; 
Dreadful, like thine, my fhield, and terrible my creft. 
The warrior goddefs with difdain reply’d ; 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advife, 
And Venus (if ’tis poffible) be wife. 
Thou to be ftrong muft put off every drefs : 
‘Thy only armour is thy nakednefs : . 
And more than once, (or thou art much bely’d) 
By Mars himfelf that armour has been try’d. 


ee 
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TO A 


¥OUNG GENTLEMAN IN LoveE. 


A 


T A L E. 


F ROM public noife and faétious ftrife, 

From all the bufy ills of ‘life, 

‘Take me, my Celia, to thy breait 

And lull my wearied foul to reft. 

For ever, in this humble cell, 

Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell; 

None enter elfe, but Love and he 

Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 
To painted roofs, and fhining {pires 

(Uneafy feats of high defires) 

Let the unthinking many croud, 

That dare be covetous and proud: 

In golden bondage let them walt, 

And barter happinefs for fate : 

But Oh! my Celia, when thy {wain 

Delires to fee a court agaig ; 


May 
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May Heaven around this deftin’d head 

The choiceft of its curfes fhed : 

To fum up all the rage of Fate, 

In the two things I dread and hate ; 

May’ft thou be falfe, and I be great. 

Thus, on his Celia’s panting breaf, 

Fond Celadon his foul expref ; 

While with delight the lovely maid 

Received the vows, fhe thus repaid : 
Hop: of my age, joy of my youth, 

Bleft miracle of love and truth! 

All that could e’er be counted mine, 

My love and ““ long fince are thine; 

A real joy i never knew ; : 

Till I believ’d thy paffion true: 

A real grief I ne’er can find ; 

°Till thou prov’it perjur’d or unkind. 

Contempt, and poverty, and care, 

All we ablror, and all we fear, 

Bleft with thy prefence, I can bear. 


Through waters, and through flames I’}l go, 


Sufferer and folace of thy woe: 

Trace me fome yet unheard-of way, 

That I thy ardour may repav ; 

And make my conftant paffion known, 

By more than women yet has done. 
Had I a with that did not bear 

‘The ftamp and amage of my dear; 

I’d pierce my heart throwgh every vein, 

And die to let st out again, 
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No: Venus fhall my witnefs be, 
(If Venus ever lov’d like mé) 
That for oné hour I would not quit 
My thepherd’s arms, and this fetreat, 
'To be the Perfian monarch’s bride, 
Part’ner of all his power and pride ; 
Or rule in regal ftate above, 
Mother of gods, and wife of Jove. 

O HAPPY THESE OF HUMAN RACE 
But foon, alas! our pleafures pafs. 
He thank’d her on his bended knee ; 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea: 
And leaving her ador’d embrace: ! 
Haften’d to court to beg a place. 

_ While the, his abfence to bemoan, 
The very moment he was gone, 
Call’d Thyrfis from beneath the bed ! 
.Where all this time he had been hid. 
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Wits LE men have thefe ambitious fancies} 

And wanton wenches read romances ; 

Our fex will———What? out with it. Lye; 

And theirs in equal ftrains reply. : 
Vou. I . K The 
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The moral of the tale I fing 

_ (A pofy for a wedding ring) 
In this fhort verfe will be confin’d : 
Love is a jeft, and vows are wind. 


AN 


ENGLISH PADLOCK. 


M ISS Danie, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely fyng) 
Could not be kept from Jove’s embrace 
By doors of fteel, and walls of brafs. 
The reafon of the thing is clear ; 
Would Jove the naked truth aver - 
Cupid was with him of the party ; 
And fhew’d-himfelf fincere and heartyit> : 
For, give that whipfter but his errand ; 
He takes my Lord Chief Juftice’ warrant ;_ 
Dauntlefs as death away he walks ; 
Breaks the doors open ; {naps the locks ; 
Searches the parlour, chamber, ftudy ; ; 
Nor ftops ’till he has Culprit’s body. 

Sy Since 


— ee r- 
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Since this has been authentic truth, 
By age deliver’d down to youth ; 
Tell us, miftaken hufband tell us, _ 
Why fo myfterious, why fo jealous ? 
Does tlie reftraint, the bolt, the bar 
Make us lefs curious, her lefs fair? 
The fpy, which does this treafure keep, 
Does fhe ne’er fay her prayers, nor fleep? 
Does fhe to no excefs incline? 
Does fhe fly mufick, mirth, and wine ? 
Or have not gold and flattery power, | 


_ To purchafe one unguarded hour ? 


Your care does farther yet extend : 
That fpy is guarded by your friend. —— 
But has this friend nor eye, nor heart? 
May he not feel the cruel dart, 

Which, foon or fate, all mortals feel ? 
May he not, with too tender zeal, 
Give the fair pris’ner caufé to fee, 
How much he wifhes, fhe were free? 
May he not craftily infer 

Thé rules of friendthip too fevere, 


“Which chain him to a hated truft ; 


Which make him wretched, to be juft ? 
And may not fhe, this darling the, 
Youthful and healthy, flefh and blood, . 
Eafy with him, ill us’d by thee, 
Allow this logic to be good ? 
K 2° - Sir, 
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I truft to neither fpy nor friend. 

In fhort, I keep her from the fight 

Of every human face.—She’l! write. z 

From pen and paper fhe’s debarr’d. 

Has fhe a bodkin and a card? 

She'll prick her mind.——She will you fay : 

But hew fhall fhe that mind convey? 

I keep her in one room: I lock it: 

The key (look here) is in this pocket. 

The key-hole, is that left ? moft certain, 

She’!l thruft her letter through—Sir Martin. 
Dear angry friend, what muft be done? 

Is there no way ?~——T here is but one. 

Send her abroad ; and let her fee, 

That all this mingled mafs, which fhe 

Being forbidden longs te know, 


Sir, will your queftions never end? \° 
| 


Is a dull farce, an empty fhow, 

Powder, and pocket-glafs, and beau; 

A ftaple of romance and lies, 

Falfe tears, and real perjuries : 

Where fighs and looks are bought and fold; 
And love is made but to be told: 

Where the fat bawd, and lavifh heir _ 
The fpoils of ruin’d beauty fhare : 

And youth feduced from friends and fame, 
Muft give up age to want and fhame. 

Let her behold the frantic {cene, 

The women wretched, falfe the men: 


ae men 
Tne Andi 


_ 
. ea 


And 
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And when, thefe certain ills to fhun, 

She would to thy embraces run ; 

Receive her with extended arms : 

Seem more delighted with her charms : 
Wait on her to the park and play : 

Put on good humour; make her gay: 

Be to her virtues very kind ; 

Be to her faults a little blind 5 

Let all her ways be unconfin’d : 

And clap your P4pLocK—on her mind. - 


HANS CARVEL, 


H ANS CARVEL, impotent and old, 
Married a lafs of London mould : | 
Handfome? enough; extremely gay: 

Lov’d mufic, company, and play : 

High flights fhe had, and wit at will: 

And fo her tongue lay feldom ftill ; 

For in all vifits who but fhe, ~ 
To argue, of to repartée ? 

_ She made it plain, that human paffion 
Was order’d by predeftination ; 

| K3 That 
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That if weak women went aftray, 

Their ftars were more in fault than they: 

Whole tragedies fhe had by heart ; 

Entered into Roxana’s part : 

To triumph in her rival’s blood, 

The action. certainly was good. 

How like a vine young Ammon curl’d | 
' Oh that dear conqueror of the world ! 
She pitied Betterton in age, 
That ridicul’d the god-like rage. 

She, firft of all the town, was told, 
Where neweft India things were fold: 
So in a morning, without bodice, 
Slipt fometimes out to Mrs. Thody’s ; 
To cheapen tea, to buy a fcreen : 
What elfe could fo much virtue mean } 
For to prevent the leaft reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. 

But when no very great affair 
Excited her peculiar care; 

She without fail was wak’d at ten ; 
Drank chocolate, then flept again: 
At twelve fhe rofe; with much ado 
Her cloaths were huddled on by two; 
Then, does my lady dine at home? 
Yes fure ;—but is the Colonel come? 
Next, how to {pend the. afternoon, 
And not come home again too foon ; 
The Change, the City, or the Play, 
As each was proper for. the dav: 


oe. . 


A turn 
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A turn in fummer to Hyde-Park, 
. When it grew tolerably dark. 
Wife’s pleafure caufes hufband’s pain: 
Strange fancies come in Hans’s brain: 
He thought of what he did not name ; 
And would reform; buat durft not blame. 
At firft he therefore preach’d his wife 
The comforts of a pious life: 
Told her, how tranfient beauty was ; 
That all muft die, and fleth was prafs: 
He bought her fermons, pfalms and graces 
And doubled down the ufeful places. 
But ftill the weight of wotldly care 
Allowed her little time for prayer : 
And Cleopatra* was read o’er, ; 
While Scot +, and Wake f, and twenty more, 
That teach one to deny one’s felf, 
Stood unmolefted on the fhelf. 
An unteuch’d bible grac’d her toilet : 
No fear that thumb of her’s fhould fpoit it, 
In fhort, the trade was ftill the fame ; | 
The dame went out, the colonel came. 


~ 


—_— 


* Clecpatra is a novel much read by’ the ladies in the 
laf century, ° - . 2. 

t Dr. John Scot, reStor of St. Giles in the Fields, and 
Author of the Chriftian Life, in 5 vols. 


2 Dr. William Wake, afterwards archbifiép’ of Can- 
_ trbury, 


K 4 ° What's 


~ 
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What’s to be done? poor Carvel cry’d; 
Another battery muft be try’d: 
What if to fpells I had recourfe ? 
?Tis but to hinder fomething worfe, 
The end moft juftify the means : 
He only fins who ill intends : 
Since therefore ’tis to combat evil ; 
>Tis lawful to employ the devil. 
Forthwith the devil did appear 
(For name him and he’s always near) 
Not in the fhape in which he plies 
At Mifs’s elbow when fhe lies ; 
Or ftands before the nurfery doors, 
To take the naughty boy that roars: 
But without fawcer eye or claw, 
Like a grave harrifter at law. 
Hans Carvel, lay afide your grief, 
The devil fays; I bring relief. 
Relief, fays Hans: pray let me crave 
Your name, Sir,—Satan—Air, your flave ; 
I did not lovk upon your feet : 
You’ll pardon me: Ay now I fee’t: 
And pray, Sir, when came you from hell ? 
‘Our friends there, did you leave them well? 
All well; but pr’ythee, honeft Hans, 
_ (Says Satan) leave-your ¢omplaifance ; 
The truth is this; I cannot flay 
_ Flaring in fyn-fhine all the day : 
For, entre nous, we hellifh fprites, 
~ Lovg more the frefeo of the nights ; - 


And 


oe ee ie ee, 
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And oftener our receipts convey 

Jn dreams, than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend, 

Ere morning dawns, your fears fhall end: 

Go then this evening, mafter Carvel, _ 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel ; 
Let friends and wine diffolve your care ; 
Whilft I the great receipt prepare :—— 

To night I’ll bring it, by my faith; 

Believe for once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans: glad? not a little ;. 
Obey’d the devil to a tittle ; | 
invited friends fome half a dozen, 
The colonel.and my !ady’s coufin. 
The méat was ferv’d ; the bowls were crown’d; 
Catches were fung ; and healths went round ; 
Barbadoes waters for the clofe: 
”T ij] Hans had fairly got his dofe: 
The colonel toafted to the beft: 
The Dame mov’d off, to be undreft : | 
The chimes went twelve : the guefts withdrew : 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. | 
Soine modern anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his elbow chair ; 
From thence was carry’d off to bed: | 
John held his heels, and Nan his head. 
My lady was diiturb’d: new forrow! 
Which Hans muft anfwer for to-morrow. 

In bed then view this happy pair ; 


_, And think how Hymen triumph’d there. 


\ | - Hans 


° 
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Hans faft afleep, as foon as laid ; 

The duty of the night unpaid ; 

The waking dame, with thoughts oppreft, 
"That made her hate both him and reft: 
By fuch a tiufband, fuch a wife! 
"Twas Acme’s and Septimius’ life : 
The lady figh’d: the lover fnor’d: 
The pufiétual devil kept his word : 
Appear’d to honeft Hans again : 

But not at all by rhadam feen : 

And giving him a magic ring, 

Fit for the finger of a king ; 

Dear Hans, faid he, this jewel take, 
And wear it long for Satan’s fake : 


Twill do your bufinefs to a hair: 


For, long as you this ring fhall wear, 

As fure as I look over Lincoln, 

That ne’er fhall happen which you think on. 
Hans took the ring with joy extream ; 


(All this was only in a dream) 


And, thrufting it beyond his joint; 

*Tis done, he cry’d: I’ve gain’d miy poirit.— 
What point, faid the, you ugly beaft? - 

You neither give me joy nor reft: 


?Tis done. What’s done, you drunken bear ?’ 


You’ve thruft your finger G—d ‘knows where. 


~- 
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DUTCH PROVERB. 


Fye E, water, woman, are man’s ruin; 
Says wife profeffor Vander Briiin. 
_ By flames a houfe I hir’d was loft 
_ Laft year: and I muft pay the cof, 
This {pring the rains o’erflow’d my ground : 
And my beft Flanders mare was drown’d. 
A flave I am to Clara’s eyes : ° 
The gipfey knows her power, and flies. 
Fire, water, woman, aremyruin: 
And great thy wifdom, Vander Britin. 


PAULO 


338 POEM §S Oo F 


PAULO PURGANTI 
A WN D | 
HI8 Wit F Es: 
ae 


HONEST, BUT A SIMPLE PAIR, 


Et enim quiddam, idque intelligitar in omni virtute, quod 
deceat: quod cogitatione magis a virtute poteft quam 
re feparari. Cic. de Off. L. 2. 


Bey OND the fixed and fettled rules 

Of vice and virtue in the fchools, 

Beyond the letter of the law, 

Which keeps our men and maids in awe, 
The better fort fhould fet before ’em 

A grace, a manner, a decorum; ‘ 
Something, that gives their atts a light ; 
Makes ’em not only juft, but bright ; 

And fets them in that open fame, 

Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For ’tis in life, as ’tis in painting : 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting; 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face: 

May juftly own the picture wrought 
Exaét to rule, exempt from fault; 


Yet 


ee 
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Yet, if the colouring be not there, 
The Titian ftroke, the Guido air ; 
To hiceft judgment fhow the piece ; 
At bet ’twill only not difpleafe : 
It would not gain on Jerfey’s eye: 
Bradford would frown, and fet it by. 
Thus in the piéture of our mind 
The aétion may be well defign’d ; 
Gaided by law, and bound by duty; 
Yet want this Fe ne fray quoi of beauty: 
And though it’s error may be fuch, 
As * Knags and Burgefs cannot hit ; 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 
Of Wicherley’s or Congreve’s wit. 
What is this talk? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end? 
The truth of what you here lay down. 
By fome example fhould be fhown. t 
With all my heart,—for once ; read on. 
An honeft, but a fimple pair’ t 


(And twenty other I forbear) 

May ferve to make this Thefis clear. 
A Doétor of great fkill and fame, 

Paulo Purganti was his name, 

Had a good, comely, virtuous wife; 

No woman led a better life: 


* Two divines, ° Knags was Le&turer of St. Giles in 
the Fields ; Burgefs a Diflenter. 


She 
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She to intrigues was ev’n hard-hearted : 
She chuckl’d when a Bawd was carted ; 
And thought the nation ne’er would thrive,: 
?Till all the whores were burnt alive. 
On married men, that dar’d be bad, 
She thought no mercy fhould be had ; 
They fhould be hang’d, or ftarv’d; or flead, 
Or ferv:d like Romifh priefts in Swede. ——— 
In fhort, all lewdnefs the defy’d: 
And ftiff was her parochial pride. . 
Yet, in’an honeft way, the dame’ 
Was a great lover of that fame; 
And could from fcripture take her cue, 
That hufbands fhould give wives their due. 
Her prudence did fo juftly fteer 
Between the gay and the fevere, 
That if in fome regards the chofe 
To curb poor Paulo in too clofe ; 
In others fhe relaxed again, . 
And govern’d with a loofer reign. 
Thus though fhe ftriétly did confine 
The dottor from excefs of wine :. 
With oyfters, eggs, and vermicelli, 
She let him almoft: burft his belly: - 
Thus drying coffee was deny’d : 
But chocolate that lofs fupply’d: | 
And for tobacco (who could bear it) 
‘’ Filthy concomitant of-claret ! 
(Bleft revolution!) one might fee 
Eringo roots, and bohea tea. 


She 
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She often fet the do&or’s band, 
And ftroak’d his beard, and {queez’d his hand: 
Kindly complain’d, that after noon 
He went to pore gn books too foon: 
She held it wholefomer by much, 
To, reft a little on the couch :-—er 
About his wajft in bed.a-nights 
She clung fo clofe—for fear of fprites.. 

The Doétor. underftoad the call; 
But had not always wherewithal, 

The lion’s fkin toq fhort, yau know, 
(As Plutarch’s Morals finely fhaw) 
Was lengthened by the fox’s tail : 
And art fupplies, where ftrength may fail. 

Unwilling then, in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat ; 
He ftrove to lengthen the. campaign, 
And fave his forces by. chicane, 
Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus,. 
Shows us, that all the warrior can da 
With force inferior, is CUNCTANDO. 

One day then, as the foe drew near, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear.; 
Our don, who knew this tittle tattle. 
Did, fure as trumpet, call to battle: 
Thought it extremely a propos, | 
To ward againft the coming blow : ; 
To ward: but how? Ay, there’s the queftion ; 
Fierce the affault, unarmed the battion,. 

The 
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The doctor feign’d a ftrange furprize ! 
He felt her pulfe; he view’d her eyes ; 
That beat too faft: thefe rowl’d too quick: | 
She was, he faid, or would be fick; 
He jifdg’d it abfolutely good, 
That fhe fhould purge and cleanfe her blood. 
Spaw waters for that end were got : 
If they paft eafily or not, 
What matters it? the lady’s fever 
Continued violent as éver. 

For a diftemper of this kind, __ 

‘ (Blackmore * and Hans + are of my mind,) 

If once it youthful blood infects, 
And chiefly of the female fex ; 
Is fcarce remov’d by pill or potion ; 
Whate’er might be our doétor’s notion. 

One lucklefs night then, as in bed 
The doétor and the dame were laid ; 
Again this cruel fever came, 
High pulfe, fhort breath, and blood in flame. 
“What meafures fhall poor Paulo keep 

With madam in this piteous taking ? 
She, like Macbeth, has murdered fleep, 

And won’t allow him reft though waking. 
Sad ftate of matters! when we dare 
Nor afk for peace, nor offer war; 


* Sir Richard Blackmore, 
+ Sir Edward Hannes. 


SEE aa i ei De 2 el 


Ee i ee ee ee 


P@EMS OF 333° 


Nor Livy nor Comines have fhown, 
What if this junéture may be done. 
Grotius might own, that Paulo’s cafe is | 
Harder, than any which he places | ‘ 
Amongtt his Belli and Pacis. - 

He ftrove, alas! but {trove in vain, 

By dint of logick to maintain, 

That all the fex was born to grieve, 

Down to her ladyfhip from Eve. _ 

He rang’d his tropes, and preach’d up patience} 
Back’d his opinion with quotations, 

Divines and moralifts ; and run ye on 

Quite through from Seneca to Bunyan *. 

As much in vain he bid her try 

To fold her arms, and clofe her eye ; 
Telling her, reft would do her good ; 

If any thing in nature could: 

So held the Greeks quite down from Galen, 
Mafters and princes of their calling : 

So all our modern friends maintaip 
(Though no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 
Reduce, my Mufe, the wandering fong: 

A tale fhould never, be too long, 

The more he talked, the more, fhe barged: | 
And figh’d, and toft, and groan’d, and turn’d : 
At laft, I with, faid fhe, my dear 
(And whifper’d fomething in his ear.) 


* John Bunyan, author of the Pilgrim’s Progrefs. 


Vou. L You 
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You with! with on, the doétor cries : 
Lord ! when will womankind be wife ? 
What, in your waters? are you mad? 
Why poifon is not half fo bad. | 
I’ll do it—but I give you warning : 
You’ll dye before to-morrow morning.—= 
?Tis kind, my dear, what you advife ; 
The lady with a figh replies ! 

But life you know, at beft is pain: 

And death is what we fhould difdain. 

So do it therefore, and adieu : 
For I will die for love of you. 
Let wanton wives by death be fcar’d : 
But, to my comfort, I’m prepar’d. 
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Tue fcepticks think, ’twas long ago, 

Since gods came down incognito: 

_ ‘Fo fee who were their friends or foes, 

- _And how our actions fell or rofe : 

That fince they gave things their beginning; 

And fet this whirligig a fpinning ; 

Supine they in their Heaven remain, 

Exempt from paffion, and from pain: aga 
n 
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And frankly leave us human elves, 
To cut and fhuffle for ourfelves : - 
To ftand or walk, to rife or tumble, 
As matter, and as motion jumble. 
The poets now, and painters hold 
This Thefis both abfurd and bold: 
And your good-natur’d gods, they fay, 
Defcend fome twice or thrice a-day : 
Elfe all thefe things we toil fo hard in, 
Would not avail one fingle farthing : 
For, when the hero we rehearfe, 
To grace his actions and our verfe ; 
Tis not by dint of human thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought ; 
Iris deféends by Fate’s commands, 
To guide his fteps through foreign lands : 
And Amphitrite clears the way 
From rocks and quick fands in the fea. 
And if you fee him in a fetch ; 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carache) 
He fhews not half his force and ftrength, 
Strutting m armour, and at length: 
That he may take his proper figure, 
The piece muft yet be four yards bigger: 
The nymphs condué him to the field: 
One holds his fword, and one his fhield: 
Mars ftanding by afferts his quarrel: 
And Fame flies after with a lawrel. 
Thefe points, I fay, of fpeculation 
(As *twere to fave or fink the nation) 
L 2 Men 


436 POEMS OF 


Men idly learned will difpute, 
Affert, object, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms fuftains the fight ; | 
Till now no umpire can agree ’em: 
So both draw off and fing Te Deum. 
Is it in eguilibrio, 
If deities defcend or no? 
Then let the affirmative prevail, 
As requifite to form my tale: 
For by all parties ’tis confeft, 
That thofe opinions are the bef, 
Which in their nature moft conduce 
To prefent ends, and private ufe. 
" 'Two gods came therefore from above, 
One Mercury, the t’other Jove: 
The humour was (it feems) to know, 
If all the favours they beftow, ; 
Could from our own Perverfenefs eafe us ; 
And if our wifh enjoy’d wauld pleafe us. 
Difcourfing largely on this theme, 
O’er hills and dales their godfhips came ; 
°Till, well nigh tir’d and almoft night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 
Note here, that it as true as odd 1s, 
That in difguife a god or goddefs 
Exerts no fupernat’ral powers ; 
But aéts on maxims much like ours. 
- They fpy’d at laft a country farm, 
Where all was fnug, and clean, and warm; - 
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For woods before and hills behind 

Secur’d it both from rain and wind: 

Large oxen in the fields were lowing : ; 

Good grain was fow’d: good fruit was growing: 

Of laft year’s corn in barns great ftore ; 

Fat turkeys gobbling at the door: 

And wealth (in fhort) with peace confented, 

That people here fhould live contented : 

But did they in effect do fo? 

Have patience, friend, and thou fhalt know. 
The honeft farmer and his wife, 

To years declin’d from prime of life, 

Had ftruggled with the marriage noofe ; 

As almoft every couple does : 

Sometimes, my plague! fometimes, my darling! 

Kiffing to day, to-morrow {narling ; 

Jointly fubmitting to endure 

That evil, which admits no cure. 

Our gods the outward gates unbarr’d :: 

Our farmer met ’em in the yard ; 


Thought they were folks that loft their way 


And afk’d them civilly to ftay : 
Told ’em, for fupper, or for bed 
They might go on, and be worfe fped.—— 
So faid, fo done: the gods confent : 
All three into the parlour went: 
They compliment; they fit; they chat ; 
Fight o’er the wars; reform the ftate : 
A thoufand knotty points they clear, 
‘Till fupper and my wife appear. 
L 3 Jove 
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Jove made his leg, and kifs’d the dames 
Obfequious Hermes did the fame. 
Jove kifs’d the farmer’s wife, you fay 
He djd—but in an honeft‘way: _ 
Oh! not with half that warmth and life, 
With which he kifs’d Amphitryon’s wife.— 

Well then, things handfomely were feryed: 
My miftrefs for the ftrangers carved, | 
How ftrong the beer, how good the meat, ' 
How loud they laugh’d, how much they eat, 
In epic fumptuous would appear ; 
Yet fhall be paffed in filence here ; 
For I fhould grieve to have it faid, 
That by a fine defcription led, _ 
1 made my epifode too long, 
Or tired my friend, to yrace my fong. 

_ The grace-cup ferved the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to fhew his play: 
Landlord and landlady, he cry’d, 
Folly and jefting laid afide, 
That ye thus hofpitably live, 
And ftrangers with good chear receive, 
Is mighty eratetat to your betters, 
And makes e’en gods themfelves your debtors. 
To give this Thefis plainer proof, 
You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods: (nay never wonder) 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
I’m Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my fon indeed, but fpurigus. 
Form. 
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Form then three wifhes, you and madam ; 3 

And fure, as you already had ’em, 

The things defir’d in half an hour, 

Shall all be here, and in your power. 
Thank ye, great gods, the woman fays : 

Oh! may your altars ever blaze ! 

A ladle for our filver dith | 

Is what I want, is what I wifh.——— 

A ladle! cries the man, a ladle! 

’Odzooks, Corifca, you have pray’d ill ; 

What fhould be great, you turn to farce ; 

I with the ladle in your a 
With equal grief and fhame my Mufe 

The fequel of the tale purfues ; 

The ladle fell into the room, 

And ftuck in old Corifca’s bum. 

Our couple weep two wifhes patt, 

And kindly join to form the laft s 

To eafe the woman’s aukward pain, 

And get the ladle out again. 


+ 
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THIS commoner has worth and parts, 
Is prais’d for arms, or lov’d for arts : 
His head achs for a coronet : 
And who is blefs’d that is not great ? 
Some fenfe, and more eftate, kind Heaven 


To this well-lotted peer has given: 


L 4 What | 
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What then? he muft have rule and {way a x 


And all is wrong, ’till he’s in play; 
The mifer muit make up his plumb, 
And dares not touch the hoarded fum ; 
The fickly dotard wants a wife, 
To draw off his laft dregs of life. 
Againft our peace we arm our will; 
_ Amidft our plenty, sometuine full . 
For horfes, houfes, pictures, ‘planting, 
To thee, to me, to him is wanting. 
That cruel somETHING unpoffefs’d 
Corrodes and leavens al! the rett. 


‘That fomething, if we could obtain, _ 


Would foon create a future pain : 
And to the coffin, from the cradle, 
’Tis alla With, and all a Ladle. 


WRIT, 
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WRITTTEN ar PARIS. MDCC. 


IN THE BEGINNING OF 


ROBE’S GEOGRAPHY. 


O F. all that William rules, or Robe 
Defcribes, great Rhea, of thy globe; 
When or on poft-horfe, or in chaife, 


‘With much expence, and little eafe, 


My deftin’d miles I fhall have gone, . 
By Thames or Maefe, by Po or Rhone, 


_And found no foot of earth my own; 


Great Mother, let me once be able 
To have a garden, houfe, and ftable; 


That I may read, and ride, and plant, 


Superior to defire, or want ; 


And as health fails, and years increafe, 


Sit down, and think, and die in peace. 
Oblige thy favourite undertakers 

To throw me in but twenty acres : 

This number fure they may allow ; 


_ For pafture ten, and ten for plow ; 


Tis all that I would wifh, or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell, and Crop. 


Thea, 
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Then, as thou wilt, difpofe the reft 
(Aad let not Fortune fpoil the Jeft) 
To thofe, who at the market-rate 
Can barter honour for eftate., _ 

Now if thou grant’ft me my requeft, 
To make thy votary truly blett, 
Let curft Revenge, and faucy pride 
To fome bleak rock far off be ty’d; 
Nor e’er approach my rural feat, 
To tempt me to be bafe and great. 
_ And, Goddefs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her fon, 
(Where-ever elfe fhe lets him rove) 


To fhun my houfe, my field, my grove: 


Peace cannot dwell with hate or love. 
© Hear, gracious Rhea, what I fay: 
wAnd thy petitioner fhall pray. 


WRIT 
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MEZERA YY ’S 
HIS TorY OF FRANCE 


I. 


Wu A TE’ER thy countrymen have done 
Bylaw and wit, by {word and gun, 
In thee ig faithfully recited : 
And al] the living world, that view 
Thy work, give thee the praifes due, 
At once inftrudted and delighted. 


Il. 
is for the fame of all thefe deeds, 
pat begpar in the Invalides, 7 
With lamenefs broke, with blindnefs {mitter, 
id €ver decently to die, 
To have been either Mezeray, 
* @ny monarch he has written? 


TI. It 
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ITT. 
It’s ftrange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That, down from Pharamond to Loiiis, 
i All covet jife, yet call it pain: 
And feel the ill, yet fhun the cure: 
Can fenfe this paradox endure ? 
Refolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine. 
° : IV. .- 
The man in graver tragick known 
(Though his beft part long fince was done) 
Still on the ftage defires to tarry : 
And he who play’d the Harlequin, 
After the jeft ftill loads the fcene 
Unwilling to retire, though weary. 
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WRITTEN IN THE 
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PRINCES DE L’EUROPE, 


Buz ST be the princes, who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion ; 
Since by their error we are taught, ~ 
That happinefs is but opinion. 
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ADRIANI MORIENTIS 
A D 
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A NIMU LA, vagula, blandula, 
Hofpes, comefque corporis, 

Que nunc abibis in loca, 

Palliduta, rigida, nudula? . 

Nec, ut foles, dabis joca. 


BY MONSIEUR FONTENELLE, 


M A petite ame, ma mignonne, 

Tu t’en vas donc, ma Fille, & dieu {cache ou tu vas 
Tu pars feulette, nué, & tremblotante, helas! 

Que deviendra ton humeur folichonne? —- 

Que deviendront tant de jolis ébats ? 


4, 
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Pp OOR little, pretty, fluttering thing, 
Mutt we no longer live together? . - 
And doft thou prune thy trembling wing’ 
To take thy flight thou know’ft not whither ? 
Thy humorous vein, thy pleafing folly 
Lies all negle&ted, all forgot: 
And penfive, wavering, melancholy, 
Thou dread’ft and hop’ft thou know’ft not whate 


A PASSAGE IN THR 
MORIZ ENCOMIUM OF ERASMUS. 


IMITATED. 


I N awful pomp, and melancholy ftate, 
See fettled Reafon on the judgment feat ; 
Around her croud Diftruft, and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Forefight, and tormenting Care: 


Far from the throne, the trembling Pleafures ftaridy 


Chain’d up, or exil’d by her ftern command. 
Wretched 
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Wretched her fubje&s, gloomy fits the queen; 
‘Till happy Chance reverts the cruel fcene: 
And apifh F Olly with her wild refort 
Of wit and jeft difturbs the folemn court. — 
See the fantaftic minftrelfy advance, 
To, breathe the fong, and animate the dances 
Bleft the uf urper ! happy the furprize ! 
Her mimic Poftures catch our eager eyes: 
Her jingling- bells affect our captive ear: 
nd in the fights we fee, and founds we hear, . 
Againt our judgment fhe our fenfe employs: 
The laws of troubled Reafon fhe deftroys: 
And in her Place rejoices to indite ¢ 
M€s of mirth, and plans of loofe delight. 
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T oO 
DR SHERLOCK,# 
On HI 8 


PRACTICAL DISCOURSE. 


CONCERNING DEATH. 


F ORGIVE the Mufe, who in unhallow’d ftrains 
The Saint one moment from his God detains: 
For fure, whate’er you do, where-e’er yeu are, 
Tis all but one good work, one conftant prayer: 
Forgive her; and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour’d vows with kind acceptance come, — 
To raife her notes to that fublime degree, 
Which fuits a fong of piety and thee. 

Wond’rous good man! whofe labours may repel 
The force of fin, may ftop the rage of hell : 
Thou, like the Baptift, from thy God waft fent 
‘The crying voice, to bid the world repent. 


* Dr. William Sherlock, mafter of the Temple; father 
of Dr. Thomas Sherlock, late Bifhop of London. 
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The Youth hall ftudy, and no more engage 
Their flateering wifhes for uncertain age ; 
No more with fruitlefs care, and cheated ftrife, 
Chafe fleeting Pleafure through this maze of life: 
Finding the wretched all they here can have, 
But prefent food, and but a future grave : 
Each, great as Philip’s victor fon, fhall view 
This abject world, and weeping, afk a new, 
Decrepid Age fhall read-thee, and confefs, 
Thy labours can aflwage, where medicines ceafe t 
Shall blefs thy words, their wounded foul’s relief, - 
The drops that fweeten their laft dregs of life : 
Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at all beneath: 
Own riches gather’d, trouble; fame a breath ; 
And Life an ill, whofe only cure is Death. 

Thy even thoughts with fo much plainnefs flow, 
Their fenfe untutor’d Infancy may know: 
Yet to fuch height is all that plainnefs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter’d Pride be taught: 
Ealy in words, thy ftyle in fenfe fublime, 

On it’s bleft fteps each age and {ex may rife; 
Tis like the laddey in the Patriarch’s dream, 

It’s foot on earth, it’s height above the tkies, 
Diffus’d it’s virtue, boundlefs is it’s power : 
Tis publick health, and univerfal cure: 
Of heavenly Manna, ’tis a fecond feaft; 
A nation’s food, and all to every tafte. 


To it’s lat he'ght mad Britain’s guilt was reared . 


And various death for various crimes fhe fear’d. 


You, J. M With 
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With your kind work her drooping hopes revive: 
You bid hef tead,’tepent, ddore, and live: 
You wreft the bolt from Heaven’s avenging hand ; 
Stop ready death, and fave a finking land. _ 

O! fave us ftill: ftill blefs us with thy ftay: 
©! want thy Heaven, ’till we have learnt the way: 
Refufe to leave thy deftin’d charge too foon: 
And for the church’s good, defer thy own. | 
©! live and let thy works urge our belief 
Live to explain thy doctrine by thy life ; 
*Till future Infancy, baptiz’d by thee, 
Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 
*Till Chriftians, yet unborn, be taught to die. 

Then in full age, and hoary holinefs, 
Retire, great teacher! to thy promis’d blifs : 
Untouch’d thy tomb, uninjur’d be thy duft, 
As thy own fame among the future jutt ; 
Till in laft founds the dreadful trumpet fpeaks: 
Fill Judgment calls; and quicken’d Nature wakes: 
Fill through the utmoft earth, and deepelt fea, 
Our {catter’d Atoms find their deftin’d way, 
In halite to cloath their kindred fouls again, 
Perfe& our ftate, and build immortal man: 
Then fearlefs thou, who well fuftain’ft the fight, 
To paths of joy, or trads of endlefs light, 
Lead up all thofe who heard thee, and believ’d: : 


/ 


*Midft thy own flock, great fheplierd, be receiv’d ; 
And glad all Heaven with millions thou haft fav’d. 


' CAR- 
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CARMEN SECU-LARE, . 
FOR ete YRAA MDCC. 


TO THE KING, 


Afpice, venturo letentur ut omnia fxc'lo ¢ 
O mihi tam longe maneat pats ultima vite 
Spiritus, & quantum fat erit tua dicere facta! 
Virg. Eeclog. gu . 


I. 


Tu Y elder look, great Janus, caft 

Into the long records of ages pat : 

Review the years in faireft a&tion dreft 

With noted white, fuperior to the refts 

fEras deriv’d, and chronicles begun, 

From empires founded, and from battles won 

Show all the-fpoils by valiant kings atchiev’d ; 

And groaning nations by their arms reliev’d, 

The wounds of patriots in their country’s caufe, 

And happy power fuftain’d by wholefome laws: . 

In comely rank call every merit forth ; 

Imprint on every a& it’s ftandard worth ; 

The glorious parallels then-downward bring. 

To modern wondegs, and to.Britain’s king : , 
. 7 Ma With 
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With equal juftice and hiftoric care, 
Their laws, their toils, their arms with his compare: 
Confefs the various attributes of fame 
Collected and compleat in William’s name: 
To all the liftening world relate, 
(As thou doft his ftary read), 
That nothing went before fo great, 
And nothing greater can fucceed. 
| II. 
Thy native Latium was thy darling care, 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war: 
‘Fhe boldeft virtues that have govern’d earth 
From Latium’s fruitful womb derive their birth. 
Then turn to her fair written page ; 
From dawning childhood to eftablith’d age, 
The glories of her empire trace : 
Confront the heroes of thy Roman race : 
And let the jufteft palm the victos’s. temples grace. 
. i. : . 
The fon of Mars reduc’d the trenibling fwains, 
And fpread his empire o’er the diftant plains : 
But yet the Sabines violated charms 
Obfcur’d the glery of his rifing arms. 
Numa the rights of ftri& religion.knew ; 
On every altar laid the incenfe due ; 
Unfkill’d to dart the pointed fpear, — 
Or lead the- forward yquth to noble war. 
Stern Brutus was with too much horror good, 
Holding his Fafces ftained with filial blood. 
| | "Fabius 
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Fabius was wife, but with excefs of care 
He fav’d his country; but prolong’d the war, | 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly fought, 

And by their ftri& examples taught, 

How wild defires fhould be controul’d, 

And how much brighter virtue was, than gold: 
They fcarce their {welling thigi of fame could hides 
And boafted poverty with too much pride, | 
Excefs in youth made Scipio lefs rever’d : 
And Cato dying, feem to own, he fear’d. 
Julius with honour tam’d Rome’s foreign foes; 
But patriots fell, e’er the dictator rofe. 
And, while with clemency Auguftus reign’d, 
"The monarch was ador’d; the city chain’d. 

VI. 
With jufteft honour be their merits dreft; . 

But be their failings too confett : 

Their virtue like their Tyber’s flood 
Rolling; it’s courfe defign’d the country’s good. 
But oft the torrent’s too impetuous fpeed 
From the Jow earth tore fome polluting weed; 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran, 
Some viler part, fome tincture of the man, | 


Few virtues after thefe fo far prevail, 
But that their vices more than turn the {cale: 
Valour grown wild by pride, and power by rage, _ 
Did the true charms of majefty impair; | : 
Rome by degrees advancing more in age, 
Shew'd fad remains of what-had once heen fair; 
Till 
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*Till Heaven a better race of men fupplies : 
And glory fhoots new beams from weftern fkies, 
) VI. 
Turn then to Pharamond, and Charlemain, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic ftrain ; 
Experienced chiefs, for hardy prowefs known, 
And bloody wreaths ijn venturoys battles won. 
From the firft William, our great Norman king, ‘ 
The bold Plantagenets, and Tudors bring ; 7 
Jlluftrious virtues, who by turns have rofe, 
In foreign fields to check Britannia’s foes : 
With happy laws her empire to fuftain ; 
. And with full power affert her ambient main. 
But fometimes too induftrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expec the turns of fate, 
They. open’d camps defoym’d by civil fight, 
And made proud conqueft trample over right ; 
Difparted Britain mourn’d their doubtful fway, 
And dreaded both when neither would obey. 
| | Vit. ¥ 

From Didier and imperial Adolph trace, 
The glorious offspring of the Naffau race, 
Devoted lives to public liberty ; 
The chief ftill dying, or the cquntry free, _ 
Then fee the kindred blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Cornet, through the loins of Beau; 
Through Chalon next, and there with Naffau join, 
From Rhone’s fair banks tranfplanted to the Rhine, 
Bring next the royal lift of Stuarts forth, — 
| Undaynted minds that rul’d the rugged north 
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*Till Heaven’s dectees by ripening times are fhown ; 


“*'Till Scotland’s kings afcend the Englith throne; 


And the fair rivals live for ever one. 
| VU. 

Janus, mighty deity, 
Be kind: and, as thy fearching eye 
Does our modern ftory trace 
Finding fome of Stuart’s race 
Unhappy, pafs their annals by: 
No harfh reflection let remembrance raife : 
Forbear to mention what thou canft not praife: 
But as thou dwell’ft upon that heavenly * name, 
To grief for ever facred, as to fame, 
Oh! read it to thy felf; in filence weep ; 
And thy convulfive forrows inward keep 5 
Left Britain’s grief fhould waken at the found 5 
And blood gufh frefh from her eternal wound. . 

7 7 OX, 
Whither would’ft thou further look? 

Read William’s aéts, and clofe the ample book: 
Perufe the wonders of his dawning life; ) 

How, like Alcides, he began ; 
With infant patience calm’d feditious ftrife, 
And quell’d the fnakes which round his cradle ran, 

X. | : 

Defcribe his youth, attentive to alarms, 

By dangers form’d, and perfected in arms: 


© Mary. 
: | M 4 Wher 
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When conqu’ring, mild; when concuer’d, not difr 
grac’d ; | 

By wrongs not leffen’d, nor by triumphs rais 'd: 

Superior to the blind events ; : 

Of little human accidents ; 
And conftant to his firit decree, 
‘To curb the proud, to fet the injur’d free ; 
To bow the haughty neck, and raife the. fuppliant 

knee. 
XT. 
His opening years to riper manhood bring ; 
And fee the hero perfect in the king: 
Imperious arms by manly reafon fway’d, 
And power fupreme by free confent obey’d ; 
With how much h:.ite his mercy meets his foes : 
And how unbounded his forgivenefs flows ; 
With what defire he makes his fubjeéts blefs’d, 
His favours prantes ere his throne addrefs’d : 
What trophies o’er our captiv’d hearts he rears, 
By arts of peace more potent, than by wars: 
How o’er himfelf, as o’er the world, he reigns, 
His morals ftrengthening, what his law ordains. 
XII. 

Through all his thread-of life already fpun, 
Becoming grace and proper action run: 
The piece by Virtue’s equal hand is wrought, 
Mixt with no crime, and fhaded with no fault ; 

No footfteps pf the victor’s rage 
'. Left in the camp where William did engage : 

No 
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No tin€ture of the monarch’s pride 
Upon the royal purple fpy’d: t 
His fame, like gold, ‘the more ’tis try’d, 

The more fhall it’s intrinfick worth proclaim ; 

Shall. pafs the combat of the fearching flame, 

: And triumph o’er the vanquifh’d heat, 

For ever coming out the fame, 

And lofing not it’s luftre nor it’s weight. 

— XO, 
Janas, be to William juf; 

To faithful hiftory his a¢tions truf : 
Command her, with peculiar care 

| To trace each toil, and comment every wart _ 

His faving wonders bid her write | 

| In ‘charaéters diftin&ly. bright ; 

| That each revolving age may read 

! The Patriot’s piety, the Hero’s deed ; 

| 


hal 
= ee ee = 


~ 


And ftill the fire inculcate to his fon 
Tranfmiffive leffons of the king’s renown; 
That William’s glory ftill may live ; 
| When all that prefent art can give, 
The pillar’d marble, and the tablet brafs, 
Mouldering, drop the victor’s praife: 
When the great monuments of his power 
Shall now be vifible no more : 
When Sambre fhall have chang’d her winding flood ; 
And children afk, where Namur ftood. 


‘ _ | XIV. Namur, 


\ 
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© How fhe contemn’d the affproaching foe: 
Till the by William’s trumpets was alarm’d, 
And fhook, and funk, and fell beneath his blow. 
Jove and Pallas, mighty powers, 
Guided the hero to the hoftile towers. 
Perfeus feem’d lefs fwift in war, — 
When, wing’d with f{peed, he flew through air. 
Embattled nations Strive in vain 
The hero’s glory to reftrain : 
Streams arm’d with rocks, and mountains red with 
fire | 
In vain againft his force confpire. 
Behold him from the dreadful height appear! 
And lo! Britannia’s lions waving there. 
XV. 
Europe freed, and France pepelds 
The hero from the height beheld : 
He f{pake the word, that war and rage fhould aa 
He bid the Maefe and Rhine in fafety flow ; 
And didjated a lafting peace 
To the rejoicing world below. 
_ To refcu’d ftates, and vindicated crowns 
His equal hand prefcrib’d their ancient bounds ; 
Ordain’d, whom every province fhould obey ; 
How far each monarch fhould extend his fway : 
Taught ’em how Clemency made power rever’d ; 
And that the prince belov’d was truly fear’d. 


- Firm 


XIV. 
Namur, proud city, how i se were arm’d! 
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Firm by hjs fide unfpotted Honour ftood, 


Pleas’d to confefs im not fo great as good ; 
His head with brightéP beams fair Virtue deck’d, 
Than thofe which all his numerous crowns refle&: 
Eftablifh’d Freedom clap’d her joyful Wings; 
Proclaim’d the firft of men, and bef of kings. . 
| XVI. 
. Whither would the Mufe afpire 
With Pindar’s rage, without his fire? 
Pardon me, Janus, ’twas a fault, 
Created by too great a thought : 
Mindlefs of the god and day, ) 
I from thy altars, Janus, ftray, 
From thee, and from my felf born far away. 
The fiery Pegafus difdains ’ 
To mind the rider’s voice, or hear the reins : 
When glorious fields and opening camps he views ; 
He runs with an unbounded loofe : 
Harldly the Mufe can fit the headftrong horfe ; 
Nor would ne: if the could, check his i en 
force ; 
With the glad noife the cliffs and vallies ring ; 
While the through earth and air purfues the ane 
XVII. 
She now beholds him on the Belgic fhore ; 
Whilf Britain’s tears his ready help implore, 
Diffembling for her fake his rifing cares, 
And with wife filence pondering vengeful wars, 
‘She through the raging ocean now - 
Yiews him advancing his aufpicious prow.; 
, Com- ° 
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Combating adverfe winds and winter feas,. 

Sighing the moments that defer our eafe ; 

Daring to weild the fcepter’s dangerous weight, 

And taking the command, to fave the ftate ; 

Though e’er the doubtful gift can be fecur’d, 

New wars mui be fuftain’d, new wounds endar’d. 
XVIII. 

Through rough Ierne’s camps, fhe founds alarms, 

And kingdoms yet to be redeem’d by arms ; 

In the dank marhhes finds her glorious theme ; 


And plunges after him through Boyne’s fierce ftream. 


She bids the Nereids run with trembling hafte, 
To tell old Ocean how the Hero paft. _ 
The God rebukes their fear, and owns the praife 
Worthy that arm, whofe empire he obeys. 
: XIX 
Back to his Albion fhe delights to bring 
The humbleft vitor, and the kindeft king. 
Albion with open triumph would receive 
H_r hero, nor obtains his leave : 
Firm he rejects the altars fhe would raife ; — 
And thanks the zeal, while he declines the praife. 
Again fhe follows him through Belgia’s land, 
And countries often fav’d by William’s hand ; 
. Hears joyful nations blefs thofe happy toils, 
Which free’d the people but return’d the fpoils. 
Jn various views fhe tries her conftant theme ; 
Finds him in councils, and in arms the fame ; 
When certain to o’ercome, inclin’d to fave, 
"Tardy to vengeance, aad with mercy brave, 
XX. Sudden 
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Sudden another fcene employs her fights 
She fets her Hero in another light: 
Paints his great mind {uperior to fuccefs, 
Declining conqueft, to eftablifh peace ; 
She brings Aftrea down to earth again, 
And Quiet, brooding o’er his future reign. 
XXI. 
Then with unweary wing the Goddefs foars 5 
Eaft over Danube and Propontis’ fhores ; 
Where jarring empires ready to engage, 
Retard their armies, and fufpend their rage; ~ 


Till William’s word, like -that of Fate, declares, | 


If they fhall ftudy peace, or lengthen wars, 

How facred his renown-for equal laws, 

To whom the world defers its common ¢aufe ! 

How fair his friendships, and his leagues how juft, 

Whom every nation courts, whom all religions trruft! 
| XXIF. 

From the Mzotis to the Northern fea, 

The goddefs wings her defperate way ; 

Sees the young Mufcovite *, the mighty head, | 

Whofe fovereign terror forty nations dread, 

Inamour’d with a greater monarch’s praife, - 

And paffing half the earth to his embrace s 

She in his rule beholds his Volga’s force, 

O’er precipices with impetuous fway 

Breaking, -and as-he rolls his rapid courfe, 

Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his way. 


* Peter the great. . 
ut 


6s 2 |. POEMS OF. 


But her own king the likens to his Thames, 
With gentle courfe devolving fruitful ftreams; - 
Serene yet ftrong, majeftick yet fedate, 
Swift without violence, without terror preat. 
Each ardent nymph the rifing current craves ; 
Each fhepherd’s prayer retards the parting waves: * | 
The vales along the bank their fweets difclofe : 
’ Frehh Bower for ever rife: and fruitful harveft grows. 
XXIII. 

Yet whither would th’ adventurous goddefs go? 
Sees fhe not clouds, and earth, and main below ? 
Minds fhe the dangers of the Lycian coatt, 
And fields, where mad Bellerophon was loft ? © 

Or is her towering flight reclaim’d, 

By feas from Icarus’s downfall nam’d? 
Vain is the call, and ufelefs the advice: 
To wife perfuafion deaf, and human cries, - 
’ Yet upwards fhe inceffant flies ; = 
Refolv’d to reach the high empyrean fphere, 
And tell great Jove, fhe fings his image here ; 
To ak for William an olympic crown, 
ToChromius’ ftrength, and Theron’s fpeed unknown: 
Till, loft in tracklefs fields of thining day, 
Unable to difcern the way, 
Which Naffau’s virtue only could explore, 
Untouch’d, unknown, to any Mufe befores 
She, from the noble precipices thrown, _ 
Comes rufhing with uncommon ruin down. - 

- Glorious attempt! unhappy fate ! 
The fong too daring, and the theme too great! 
a | Yet 
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Yet rather thus fhe wills todie, 
Than in continu’d annals live, to fing 
A fecond hero, or a vulgar king; ~ 
And, with ignoble fafety fly 
In fight“of earth, along a middle fky. 
— * XXIV. * 
To Janus’ Altars, and the numerous throng, 
That round his myftic temple prefs, 
For William’s life, and Albion’s peace, 
Ambitious Mufe reduce the roving fong. 
Janus, caft thy forward eye 
Future, into great Rhea’s pregnant womb $ 
Where young ideas brooding lte, 


.And tender images of things to come: 


Till by thy high commands releas’d, 

*Fill by thy hand in proper atoms drefs’d, 

In decent order they advance to light; 

Yet then too {wiftly fleet by human fight; _ 

And meditate too foon their everlafting flight. 
XK XV, 

Nor beaks of fhips in naval triumph born, 


Nor ftandards from the hoftile ramparts torn, _ 


Nor trophies brought from battles won, | 


«Nor oaken wreath, nor mural. crown 


Can any future honours give, 


'. To the victorious monasch’s-name : 


The plenitude of William’s fame 
Can no accumulated ftores receive. 


‘Shut then, aufpicious god, thy facred gate, 


And make us happy, as our king is great. 
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Be kind, and with a milder hand, 
Clofing the volume of the finith’d age, 
(Though noble, ’twas an iron page) 
A more delightful leaf expand, 
Free from alarms, and fierce Bellona’s rage: 
Bid the great months begin their joyful round, 
By Flora fome, and fome by Ceres crown’d ; 
Teach the glad hours to fcatter as they fly, 
Soft quiet, gentle love, and endlefs joy : 
Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam’d, 
From Saturn’s rule, and better metal nam’d. 


7 XXVI. 
Secure by William’s care let Britain ftand ; 


Nor dread the bold invader’s hand : 
From adverfe fhores in fafety let her hear 
Foreign calamity, and diftant war ; | 
Of which let her, great Heaven, no portion bear! 
Betwixt the nations let her hold the f{cale, 
And as fhe wills, let either part prevail : 
Let her glad vallies fmile with wavy corn : 
Let fleecy flocks her rifing hills adorn : 3 
Around her coaft let ftrong defence be fpread : 
Let fair abundance on her breaft be thed: 
And heavenly fweets bloom round the goddefs’ 
head. 
XXII. 2 
Where the white towers and ancient roofs did and. 
Remains of * Wolfey’s, or great Henry’s hand, 
| To 
®* Whitehall, once belonging to the Archhifhop of York. 
It was taken from Cardinal Wolfey by Henry the 8h, 
who 
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To agé row yielding, or.devour’d by flathe ; 
Let a young Phenix faifé her towering head; 
Her wings with lengthén’d honour lét lier {pread 3 
And by her greatnefs thew her builder’s fame : 
Auguft and open, as the hero’s mind, — 
Be her capacious courts defign’d : . 
Let every factéd pitlar bear 
Trophies of arms; and monuments of war. 
The king fhall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His thoulder bleeding-frefh: and at his feet 
Difarm’d fhall lie the threateriing Death : 


(For fo was faving Jove’ s decree compleat.) 


Behind, that angel fhall be plac’d, whofe fhield 
Sav’d Eufope in the blow fepell’d: 
On the firm bdfis, from his dozy bed ; 
Boyne fhall raife his laurell’d head 3 
And his ithmortal ftréam be known, | 
Artfully waving through the wounded ftone, 
XXVIII. 
And thou, imperial Windfor, ftand enlarg’d, 
With all the monarch’s trophies charg’d : 
Thou, the fair Heaven, that doft the ftars inclofe, 
Which William’s bofom wears, or hand: beftows 
On the great champions who fupport his throne, | 
And virtues neareft to his own. 


who made great improvements therein, and converted it | 
into a royal palace. In 1698 the whole of it, except the , 
Banqueting Houfe, was deftroyed by fire, and hath not — 
fince been rebuilt. 
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Round Orimonid’s knee, thou ty’ft the myftic firing, 
That.makes:the kmght companion te the king. 
From glorious cathaps return’d, and foretgn fields, 
Bowing before thy fainted warnior’s fhrine, 
~ Faft by his great forefather’s coats, and fhields 
Blazon’d from Bohun’s, or from Batler’s line; 
He hangs his.artas ; nor fears thofe arms fhould fhine: 
With an unequal ray-; er that his-deed 

With paler glory fhould recede, - - 
Eclips’d by theirs, or leflen’d by the fame 
Ev’n of his own maternal Naflau’s hame. 


XXX, 
Thou finiling feet great Dorfet’s worth confeft, 


The ray diftinguifhing the patriot’s breat : 
Born to proteé and love, to help and pleafe ; ; 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament of peace, 
© ! long as breath informs this feeting frame, 
 Ne’er let me pafs in filence Dorfet’s name; 
Ne’er ¢eafe to mention the continu’d debt, 3 


oe 


Which the great patron only would forget, 
ss emty long as life, muft ftudy to acquit. 


XXX}. 
Renown'd i in thy records fhall Ca’ndifh ftand, 


Afferting legal power, and juft command: . 
To the great houfe thy favour fhall be thown, 
The father’s ftar tranfmiffive to the fon. 
Fr fom thee the Talbot’s and the Seymour’ s race 
Inform’d, their fire’s immortal fteps fhall trace: 
_ “Happy, may their fons receive | 
The bright reward, which thou alone can’ft give. 
: XXXII. And 
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And if a God thefe lucky numbers. guide ; 
If fare Apollo o’er the verfe’ prefitte; =~ > 
Jerfey, béloved by all (for all muft feel 
The influente of a form and ‘mind, 
Where comely. grace and conftant vittue dwell, 
Like mingl’d ftreams, more forcible when join’d) 
Jerfey fhall at thy altars ftand ; 
Shall there receive the azure bard,’ 
That faireft mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiat to the Villiers’ name. ,% 
x ~ XXXUL! = 
Science to raife, and knowlédge to enlarge, 
Be our great mafter’s future Charges 
To writé his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High {chemes of governrXént, and plans of Was 
By fair rewards our noblé youth to raife 
To emulous merit, and to thir of praife 
To lead them out frem eafe” ere-opening dawn, 
Through the thick foreft and the diftanic lawn; | 
Where the fleet fag employs the ardent care, 
And chafes give them i images of war. | : . 
To teach them vigilance by falfe alatms 5 
Inure them in feign’d camps to real arms; 
Praétife them now to curb the’ turniag Beh 
Mocking the: fot ; now to his rapid fpeed ” 
To give the reign, | and in the full career, 
To draw the certain fword, or fend ae pointed fpeats 


of ay 
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XXXIV. 
Let him unite his fubjects hearts, - 
Planting focieties for peaceful arts ; : 
Some that in nature fhall true knowledge found; 
And by experiment make precept found ; 
Some that to morals-fhall recall the aye, 
And purge from vicious drofs the finking ftage; 
Some that with care true eloquence fhall teach, 
And to juft idioms fix our doubtful f{peech : 
That from our writers diftant realms may know, 
The thanks we to our monarch owe ; 
And {chools profels our tongue through every land, 
That has invok’d his aid, or bleft his hand. 


XXXV. | 

Let his high power the drooping Mufes rear, 
The Mvfes only can reward his care : 
’Tis they that give the great Atrides fpoils ; : 
’Tis they that ftill renew Ulyffes’ toils : | 
To them by fmiling Jove’ twas given, to fave 
Diftinguith’d patriots from the common grave; 
To them, great William’s glory to recall, 
When ftatues moulder, and when arches fall. 
Nor let the Mufes, with ungrateful pride, 

The fources of their treafure hide: 
The Heroe’s virtue does the. fring infpire, 
When with big joy they ftrike the living lyre: 

On William’s fame their fate depends : | 
With him the fong begins: with him it ends, 

"From 
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- From this bright effluence of his deed 

They borrow that reflected light, . 

With which the lafting lamp they feed, ~ 
Whofe beams difpel the damps of envious night. 
_ XXXVI. | 
Through various climes, and to each diftant pole 
‘In happy tides let active commerce rolf: -— 


Let Britain’s fhips export an annual fleece, 


Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece: 
Returning loaden with the fhining ftores, 
Which lie profufe on either India’s fhores. 
As our high veffels pafs their watery way, 
Let all the naval warld due homage pay ; 
With hafty reverence their top-honours lower, 
Confefling the afferted power, 

To whom by fate "twas given, with happy fway . 
To calm the earth, and vindicate the fea. 

- XXXVIL_  - 
Our prayers. are heard, our mafters’ fleets thal! go 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow, 
New lands to make, new Indies to explore, 
In words unknown to plant Britannia’s power s 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 
And teach them arms, and arts, ia William’s name, 


: | XXXVIIL 


With humble joy, and with refpeGful fear 
The liftening people fhall his ftory hear, 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he fuftain’d, 
How far he conquer’d, and how well he reign’d ; 
| N 3 . Shall 
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And form their children’s accents to his name, — - 
Enquiring how, and when from Heaven he came. 
Their regal tyrants fhall with-bluthes hide _ . 


Shall own his mercy equal ta ‘his fatae, . 


Their little lufts of arbitrary pride, 
Nor bear to fee their vaffals ty’d-: 
When William’s virtues raife their opening thought, 
His forty years for public freedom fought, 
Europe by his hand fuftain’d, 3 
His conqueft by his piety reftrain’d, 
And o’er himfelf the laf great triumph — 
XXKIX.. | 
No longer fhall their wretched zeal adore 
Ideas of deftructive power, = 
Spirits that hurt, and godheads that: ‘devour :: 
New incenfe they fhall bring, new altars raife, 
And fill their temples ‘with a ftranger’s praift ; 
When the great father’s character they find 
Vifibly ftampt upon the heroe’s piind ; 
And own a prefent Deity confeft,. _ . 
In valour that preferv’d, and power that bleft. : 
XL. 
Through the large convex of the azure fky 
- (For thither nature cafts our common eye) 
Fierce meteors fhoot their arbitrary light : 
And comets march with lawlefs horror bright: - 
Thefe hear no rule, no righteous order own ; 
Their influence dreaded as their ways unknown: 
Through threaten’d lands they wild deftru€tion ead: 
’Till ardent prayer averts the publick woe: 
\ | But 
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But the bara ght orb that bleffes all above, 
? The facrre <4 fire, the real fon of Jove, 4} j2. 045.1 
-; ~ Ralesnot his ations by capricious awill 3.15 iui ue. 
| Nor by ax sovern’d power declinesixo ‘Hla. if a0 
Fix'd by § waft laws he goes for ever rights! o531 } 
Man knows his courfe, dnd: thonce-adores ‘his Hight. 
2 Mido? Ge iche Fes 6S 
O Janus © would intreated Rate con{pire i -- ! 3 
To grant what Britain’s wifhes could requires! >” 
Above, tJhat fun fhould ceafe ‘his way to'go,; °° 1 


Ere William ceafe to rule, and bléfs belows / 7 
But a relentlefs deftiny °° =~’ ot @ 
Urges all that-e’er was bornt ~ ° Cae oan 

Snatch Q from her drms, Britannia ohce mutt: n 


The demii-god: the earthly-half mutt die. : 
Yetif our incenfe can your wrath remové; 
if human Prayers avail on minds above ; = 
Exert, great God, thy intereft in the ky 32 ~ 
Gain ©ach ‘kind Power, each puardian Deity;  * 
That Coenquer’d by the public vow, | 
They bear the difmal mifchief far away: 
‘0! ‘OR® as utmoft nature may allow, 
Let them retard the threaten’d day! 
Still be Gur mafter’s life thy happy care : 
Still lee Ais bleflings with his years increafe ; 
To his laborious youth confum’d in war, 
Add la ing age, adorn’d and crown’d with peace ; 
{ted olive bind thofe laurels fatt, 
ig " OLe yerdure muft for ever Ig ! 


N4  - XLII. Long ~ 
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XLIL. 
Long let this growing zra blefs his fway : 
And let our fons his prefent rule bey : 
On his fure virtue long :let earth rely : 
And late let the imperial eagle fly, ah 
. To-bear.the hero through his father’s fky, 
‘To Leda’s twins, or he whofe glorious {peed, 

On foot preyail’d, or he who tam’d the fteed ; 
To Hercyles, at length abfolv’d by Fate — 
From earthly toil, and above envy great ; | 
To Virgil’s theme, bright Cytherea’s fon, 
Sire of the Latian, and the Britifh throne: 
To all the radiant names above, 
.» Rever’d by men, and dear to Jove. 

Late, Janus, let the Naflau-ftar . 
New-born, in rifing majeity appear, 

To triumph over vanquith'’d night, 

And guide the prof{perous mariner. 

With. cverlafing be beams of f friendly light, 


CAR. 
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CARMEN SECULARE, 
LATINE REDDITUM 
PER’ T HO DIBBE N, - 

E TRIN, COLL, CANT. | 


o—— Ego dis amicum, ~ - 
Seculo feftas referente luces, | 
Reddidi Carmen —s Hor, - 
: 2 | oe 
a p Vy 
Jane Bifrons, prifcos & tergo refpice lapfi . 
Annales evi, felicefque ordine longo 7 
Evolvas faftos, quos ceterd tempora fepra ’ 
Confpicuos albo, fec’lis monumenta‘futuris 
Urbes fundate, -& parti pofaére triumphi. 
Ageredere infignes fpoliis, lauroque decoros 
Enumerare duces, quos nobilis ira gementem 


- Impulit ulcifoi populum ; qui facra cruore 


_ Miurac’lis oppone novis, regique Britanno. 


Jura patrum fanxére {uo ; fceptrifve potiti 
Miferunt letum placidis fub legibus-orbem. 
Agmine perpetuo feries ornata laborum | 
Procedat ; fuus omyis honos, fua debita quemque 
Laus infcripta notet : tum noftra ad tempora cafus 
Infignes ducas, famamque & fata parentum 


Dumque 


- 
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Dumque fide, curaque pari per fingula curris ; 

Dum varios recolis popules, -variefque labores ; 

Et ftudia, & leges, pugnataque preelia feris © 

Temporibus mandas ; tute ipfe fatebere, Jane, 

Omnium in Auriaco cumulari nomine famam: 

Et dices orbi attonito; nil fecula tale 

Prima tulére hominum, nil majus poftera reddent. 

Vertice fublimi furgat, tua maxima cura, 

Bello et pace potens Latium : fortiffima corda, 

Egregios rerum dominos dabat Itala tellus, 

Felix prole virim ; foecundam hanc afpice gentem, 

Romanofque tuos ; huc vertere, & alttis omnem 

Nafcentis prima repetens.ab origing regna 

Expedias famam ; pulchro in certamine pubem 

Oppone Aufoniam ; & cedat fua palma merenti. 

Siipotuit ferro Latii turbare colanes,. 

Palantes Mavoste fatus, fi ruftica late 

Regna demaze armis; raptz fine more Sabinz 

Surgenti fama,, cenptifque ingeatibus.obftant. 

‘Sacra defim, fanétafque aras, & templa tugri 

Cura Numam Subiit: ifed frigrida slextera - bello, 

Non haftam torquere fciens, eafemqus retare 

Fulminenm, juvenimave manus armkare ‘frqementin. 

Confiliis, efto, Fabii nomana sipedant 

Arma: at-res amnes geladé. sardég we miniftcans, 

Dilator nimiim fapiens iagrata trahebat 

Bella. Qsid immani -patsam. pietate cruentum 

Ultorem Brotum referam, fortefque {ub armis 

A:miliom, Decium, Curiam? Tot jaagna apimorum 
Nos” 
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Nos exempla monent, qua poffit lege libido - 

Frenari, & quantum cedat virtutibus-aurum.: 

Hos quoque.fed nimiim gaudens popularibus auris, 

Hos rapit ambitio,..tumidoque fyperbia faftu~ 

Oftentans humilefque cafas, parvofque penates. 

Sit quanquam illuftris,primos inglorms annos 

Scipiades egit : nec mens invicta Catonis, 

Semper erat, tunc faffa metnm,, vel vifa fateri, 

Cim cefft fato, & lucem Andignata refugit. 

Julius externos fruftra domat, omnia Romz 

Subjiciens, Romamque fibi., furgitque.triumphans 

Afliftos cives fuper, oppreflumque fenatum. 

Imperiagn lene Auguftus, | patriamque fubaftam 

Mollia.vine’la pati jufit : fed-vincula pafla eft, 

Parpureum cultu infolito venerata tyrannum. - . 
Fas veterum laudes juftis celebrare triumphis : 

Fas etiam errores, atque omnia ferre {ub auras. 

Stare loco i impatiens magna fefe impete verfat 

Vivida yis anim, :patri ceu Ty-bridis unda, 

Cui nunc lene. fluens rigat agros dulcia aquz fons s 

Vortice nune rapido volvit fe turbidus, amnis; 

Et limo caftas ebfcceno polluit undas : 

Diis quanquam geniti, atque invicti viribus effent, 

_ Mortalem infe&o fafi fant fanguine matrem. 

Decotor ex alo vitiis:' dpminantibus Aitas 

Degenerare anfa-eft: rumpit vinc’la omnia miles 

Acer, acerba ftemens; majeftatemque verendam , 

Effrenis violat rabies : jam fegnior annis 

Deficit illa olim rerum pulchersima Romas. _ . 
, | Heu! 
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Heu! vix agnofces veteris veftigia forme: 
Donec gens divém, nati venientibus annis, 
‘Heroiim novus ordo datur, nova lumina furgant ; 
Hefperioque dies melior procedit Olympo. 

Afpice ut infignis fpolits Pharamondus opimis 

Ingreditur, Magnufque aquilis qui lilia junxit 
Carolus ; inde alii, quos Gallica terra triumphis 
Dives alit, genus acre virim, fpectataque bello 
Petora. Sed major nunc rerum apparet imago: 
Sanguinez en! lauri, viétriciaque arma Wilhelmi 
‘Normanni: viden’ externis quanta intonet oris 
Teudorom manus armipotens, & nomina magna, 
Plantagenum metuenda demus? quid plurima virtus 
Amborum potuit, te, vi@rix Anglia, teftor, 
Quam labor heroitim imperio maria omnia circum. 
Afferuit, fundanfque armis & legibus orwans ; 
Felix, fi nunquam regnandi dira cupido 

- Cognatas acies paribus concurrere telis 
Egiffet, patrieque in vifcera vertere vires ¢ 
Illa affiidta fedet, variis incerta triumphis, 
Cui det colla Jugo, quem fit paffura tyranaum. | 

Quo Defideri foboles, qué Czfar Adolphus, 
. ‘Naffoviique alii rapiunt, celiberrima proles ? 

Omnes illuftres, omnes in utrumque parati, 
Aut patriam tutari, aut cert oceumbere morti. 
Hos juxta Auriacas pleno fluit agmine fanguis, 

"Immortale genus: primafque en! Martius auctor - 
Corniger: inde heros qui Bello 4 corpore nomen 

. Obtinuit; nofco crines, frontemque venuftym 

Fran- 
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Francigenz juvenis ;-domus hinc Chalonia mixta eft 

Naffoviis ; fedes que novas, Rhenumque bicornem 

Inde petit; linquens Rhodanam, ripamque folrantem. 
Jamque Stuartiadum feries longitfima regum * . 

Emicat.. Illa dia magna ditione tenebat 

Effrenem populum, et duris regha horrida glebis : : 

Donec fata Defim, & lufttis labentibus ztas 
Scotorum matlibus tran{cribi fceptra jubebant — 
Anglica ; feceruntque omnes uno ore Britannos. — 

Atque hic, magne deus, cim res {crutaberé noftras, - 
Sis bonus ©! pafsimque oculos per cunéta ferenti’ - 
Si quid forté tibi occurat de gente Stuartim * 

Infelix ; (utcaunque ferent ea fata minores) — 

Pro patrid, obteftor, pro majeftate. Britanni | 
Imperli, nihil ingratum, nihil acre dolores 
Obduétés vulgare finas: preme, Jane, tenebris, : 
Quz laudare nequis ;” teque ad metfidra referves. 
Utque erit ad * Nonten ventum, quod flebile femper, 
Semper honoratum (fic, Dii, voluiftis) habemus ; 
Supprime fingultus, fubmiffa & voce dolores 
Hos compefce, tuo ne doéta Britannia la&u 
Ire iterdm in lachrymas, iterdm gemebunda querelam - 
Integret infandam ; ftilletque cruore recenti_ 
ternim crudele patens fub pectore vulnus. 

Qud jam raptus abis? Naffovi, Jane, labores 
Aggredere O! magnos, atque amplum claude volu, ' 

men. a : : 
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En! infans vidor, nute dum ‘(gape ras, | 
Turbati populi ; : jacet en Tirynthius alter § : 
Ardentefque hoftes, & fibila olla tumentes — 
Sternit ; & in cunis infans fe vindicat heras. 
En! quantis tollit fe rebu firmior gtas i > | 
-Quales primitiz Juvenis, be, lique ferocja | : a 
Dura rudimenta, & primis, nova gloria i inarmis? ia 
Sublimis Marte adverfo, ‘Mitifque fecundo, 
Eventus omnes, & inelu€abile fatum: 7 
Subjecit pedibus “non mens elata triumphis, = 
Non depreffa malis ; fed i in omnia pectus “ae 
_ Fertur idem, fatis contraria, fata rependens, 
Dum curas hominum, dum {pes contemnit inanes, 
Fortunzque vices cacas ; qugcunque « cadat TES, 
Hoc animo fixum fedet, zeterniimque fedebit, 
_ & Parcere, fubjegtis, &, debellare, fuperbos,”” os 
En! totum heroem,, seek et fceptra. tenentem 
Contemplare virum: en! ut juga fulminet iva _ 
Terrarum egregius vindex ; placidufque volentes | 
Per populos det jura;. infefto & leniat hofti 
Pectora flexanimus victor $ mitifque jacentim : 
Dat vitam lachrymis ! quo pectora fida fuorum 
Ampleéti ftudio properat? quam totus in illis.? 
Quam curas pater. indulgens defcendit 1 in ompes? 
Nec regem pudet officio certare priorem. . 
Hac arte, O bellis ingens, ingentior alma 
Morum temperie, devincis corda benignis _ 
Bae imperiis ; oe hac arte triumphos, 
Maxime. 


- 
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Maxime vi@or, agis, chm teque, animofque tuorum, 
Pacatumque regas zequis virtutibus orbem. 

Per varias vitatque vices, operummque colores 
Idem cautus honos; mietuens et gratia culpz, ~~ 
Puraque fimplicitas tota-defcripta tabella 
Effulget; conftanfque fibi fervatur ad imum. 
Vidoris caftra ingtederis ? ’ certamina nulla 
Cum vi@is, Belli nulla horrida figna cruenti 
Apparent infixa agris{ non militis ardor 
Turbavit peétus ; nc purpura pitta, fuperbos 
Induxit regum faftus: fed fama eric "lo 
Explorata (velut fulvum fornacibus aurum 
Emicat innocuo : fruftra Vulcania pettis, . 
Circhm immané fremif! contémptori ue minatur | 
Flamma fuo : ‘¢e¢o contra dominata fi rori 
Ardens fpeftatur virtus, pondufque. nitoremque, 
Ilefum fervans ; & amico vivit in igne. 

Unum, Jane, oro (quando nos noftraque morti 
Debemur) magni faltem mirac’la Wilhelini | 
Exuperare, virimque finas volitare per ora ; 

Ut nati natorum, & qui nafcentur ab. illis, ee 
Virtutem ex illo moniti, pulchrumque laborem. 
Cognofcant, & fanéta procul veftigia, adorent. 
Exoriare aliquis, regis qui gefta Britanni, 
Fataque fortunafque docens, morefque manufque , 
(Argumentum i ingens !) vivis committere chartis ., ; 
Aufis, et ferum , producere nomeningvum; . | 
Cim ftatue; multo cim vidtum tempore marmor, 
raque labentur; cim Epon fevior omni 
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Invidiofa dies famz monumenta Britanna 

Delebit ; tardis cim Sabis flexibus ibit 

Per terras mutata novas ; ferique nepotes | 

Quarent, qua ftabant immania faxa Namurcz. | 
En! urbem, dicent, que quondam condidit aftris | 

Ambitiofa caput ; toties que pertulitomnem — - 

Irrifi nubem belli: fed non ita fenfit | 

Armatos Britonas; non irritatela Wilhelmi 

Experta eft ; vaftis dum vitor turribus inftans, — 


Cum populo, & fignis viftricibus, & magnis Diis, 


Fundamenta quatit : mortaliaque agmina frnfta 


. Contra Naffovium atque Jovem, contraque Miner- 


vam 


‘Tela tenent: medio difcrimine cedis & ignis, 


Ceu Perfeus per aperta volans, arduus arces, | 
Oppofitas fcandit ;' fruftraque objedta retardant 7 
Flumina, dammaramque globi, {copulique minaces, | 
En! tandem fummis infultans arcibus heros, 


- Atque Angli juxta, fulgentia figna, leones. 


Et jam finis erat: cim vitor vertice ab alto 
Defpexit Gallum attonitum, & tum libera vinc’lo 
Littoraque, & latos populos; pacemque filenti 
Indulfit felicem orbi: longé audiit ether, | 
Et terre, & fluvii; jamque ibat mollior undis ~ _ | 
Mofa ; ferufque fuas Rhenus compefcuit iras. 
Continuéd leges zternoque foedera certis 5 [} 
Impofuit manus 2qua locis; quam fingula metam, | 
Et quem quzque ferat dominum, quem quaque re- 

cufet 


’ Gens, ~ 
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Géns, femel edixit; mirantemque admonet orbem; 

Quantus amor populi, quanta & reverentia mitem 

Profequitur regem : comes indivifus amico, 

Adttat Honos lateri: fupra caput explicat alas - 

Libertas firmata novas 3; pulchreque forores, 

Et Virtus & Fama, pari difcrimine certant, 

Utram ornare magis regemhe, virumne déceref. . 
Quid loquor § ? aut ubi fum-? quis me per opaca 

viarum 

Tre furor fuadet ? quos Mafa affurget in aufus? 

Dum vatis furias Thebani concipit (ignes 

O fi conciperet fimiles!) té, Jane, relinquit, 

Teque, arafque tuas; ut coelum & fydera tentet j 

Demens ! qua nimbos & non imitabile fulmen 

Pindaricum fimulare aufa eft. Da, Jane, furenti, 

Da veniam Mufz, fua quam rapit ampla volattem 

Materia; & tollit volvens fub naribus igneém 

Pegafus ardua in aftra; neque fudit anhelus habenas. 

Cim latos campos, immenfumque afpicit 2quor, 

Expatiatur equus 5 vix heret Mufa frementi ; 

Nec fcit, qua fit iter; nec fi fciat, imperet illi, 

Saxa per, & f{copulos, & depreffas convallés 

Infequitur regem ; tellufque fub ungue tonanti 

Ifa gemit ; reboant fylveque, & magnus olympus. 
Nunc cafus mufa antiquos, annofque reducit 

Prateritos, patriifque virum meditatur in arvis. 

Hic Britonum motus cura, lachrymifque fuorum, 

Confilium vultu tegit; & fecum ante peraétum 

Belli & regnorum:volvit fub peétore fatuin ; 
Voe. I, O. Ee 
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Et mox armatarhyberno fydere claffes 
Molitur; contraque iras ccelique, marifqué 
Impavidus grande urget iter: tum fanguine multe 
Tutandas Anglorum arces, oblataque segna 
Occupat ; amiffo fluitantem errare nragiftro 
Senfit ; et ipfe ratein turbatis rexit in undis. 
. Jaraque alias hinc in Lachrymas, alia horrida bella, 
Per defolate regna infelicia lernes 
Diva virum fequitur ; fluctufque izrumpit in altos 
Bovindz bello wndantis ; tum Naidas ad fe 
Impatiens trepidas vocat ; hortaturque forores 
Maturare fugam, quantufque emerferat heros, 
Oceano nasrare patri : vanum ille timorem 
Ridet ; eamque Manum victis agnofcit in undis, 
Emperio dignam pelagi, fevoque tridente. 

Hinc pleno Britonum vitor fubit oftia velo 
Stans celfa in puppi: pueri, innuptaque puellz, 
. Effufique patres reforantia httora circum 
Sacra canunt reduci: fed reppulit ille moleftum. 
Officium ;_ pofcitque animos, laudefque recufat. 
Mox charos itertm Belpas, fedefque fuorum, 
Et patriam, & totiés raptos éx hofte penates 
Hofpes adit: varti populi, diverfaque figna, 
Externique duces omnes focia arma ferentes 
Communem celebrare ducem ; quam tardus ad iram, 
Quam placidus victor, fortunatufque laborum 
Securus palme, dum pradam rejicit heros ! 

Nunc verfe fcenz difcedunt: altera rerum 
Nunc furgit facies: alia fub luce videri 

| Fiex0s 


+ = +=“ 


"M PRIOR: 183 


Heros grandis amat; fucceffuque altior ipfo 
Innumeris belli fpoliis, partif{que trophzis 
Pacem letus emit: jam Virgo reddita terras - 
Pacatas vifit ; jamque aurea tempora circum. 
Felices fecura quatit Concordia pennas. » 
Mox ad Danubium, rauczque Propontidis ondam, 
Edafque plagas alis audacibus ardens 
Mufa volat; lethi qua jam difcrimine parvo 
Stant acies, utrinque necem lugubré minantes+ - 
Hi motus animorum, ire, infandique paratus, 
Compreffa belli rabie, fufpenfa tenentur; ° 
Donec confilia ingentis {pectata Wilhelmi 
Oftendant, pacemne colant, an in arma ferantur. 
Quz regio in terris, ubi regis foedera fandta, 
Aut leges placide ignote ? qua regna per orbem 
(Qualemcungq; fidem, dominum quemcunq; fatentur) 
Coinmunem Auriaco dubitent fubmittere caufam ? 
Hinc ad Hyperboream glaciem, montefque nivales 
Urget diva viam ; qua Mofcoviticus altum 
Fulminat ad Tanaim Cefar; nutuque tremendo : 
Jura quaterdenis juvenis dat gentibus unus: _ 
Hic tamen, hic Cefar perculfus nomine regis 
Majoris, non legatis, neque dulce minifttis 
Officium impatiens ceflit ; fe; fe ipfe, fuumque 
Objecit caput, infidi ‘tharis omnia vincens | 
Tadia, dimnidiumqie orbis poft terga relinquens, _ 
Tangeret et fan&tam, per quam ftetit Anglia, dextram,. 
Hujus in imperio tumidum., magnimque fluentem 
Cernere erat Volgam ; multa cui fpumeus anda, _ 
O2 ' Sax- 
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Saxofamaque fonans, obftantia pondera torrens 
Aut fecam rapit, aut immiti gurgite mergit. 
Sed noftrum, fed Mufa fuum tibi, Tame, tuifque 
Rivis affimulat regem: non amnis abundans, 
Sed plenus per opima virim fortem abfque furore 
Fundit aquam, tardoque procul languore ferenam : 
Quofcunque O! Britonum lambis pulcherrimus agros. 
_ Omnia ibi ridere facis: tibi candida Nais 
Purpureas inter violas, & fuavé rubentes 
Vota facit refoluta rofas: te lentus in umbra 
Labentem expectat paftor: te mollia prata, 
Te fitiunt croceis halantes floribus horti. 

Quéd feror? unde abil? Tuque, audacifiima Mufa, 
Quo peritura ruis? fi formidabile littus, | 
Si Lycios temnas faltus, fataliaque arva, 
Bellerophontzi quz fignavére furores : 
I, fequere infidos ventos, nova nomina lapfa 
Subjectis pofitura undis : ea furda monenti 
Ardet in aftra magis; perque inconceffa died 
Luoxurians fpatia xterni, petit intima divum 
Sacra, Jovem, fimilemque Jovis diétura Wilhelmum: 
Indefeffa illi maturos pofcit honores : . 
Illi ue Olympiacz referantur premia palma, . 
Quam velox Theron, quam yaftis viribus ingens 
Sperabat nunquam Chromius: Mufam illius ergo. 
Per nitidos orbes lncis, campofque patentes, 
Dulcis raptat amor: jnvat explorare priorum 
Cura iter ignotum : fed inextricabilis error, 
Et cece ambages, quas una refolvere virtus - * 


Naf- 


he, 


-_ 
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Naffovii novit, fecuram, & vana tumentem 
Exuperant longé divam; jamque ethere toto 
Precipitata agitur; jam torti fulminis inftar 
Fertur; & horrificis tonat exanimata ruinis, 
O ceeptum fublime! infelix exitus aufi 
Nobilis! O Mufa, & vires pro nomine tanto 
Exiguz! fed fic potitis cecidiffe juvabit 
Audentem, quam vena humili inferiora fecutam 
Radere iter medium, tutafque extendere pennas. 
Nunc ad te, & tua facra, pater, turbamque fonantem 
{Matres atque viros) quz circum plurima claufas 
Fufa fores, pacem Britonum, vitamque Wilhelmj 
Ardens-implorat, nunc ambitiofa yagantes 
Mofa modos revocet: tuque O! qua fecula fronte 
Jane vides ventura, Rhez genetricis in alyum 
Defcendas, partis ubi femina prima faturi, 
Et tenere fpecies, fimulachraque carcere claufo 
Mixta jacent; domec magnum per inane coaéta 
Mox durare jubes, & rerum fumere formas, 
Tum tua vox, divine autor, tua cxca relaxat 
Spiramenta manus; juftis emiffa figuris 
Dum veftit janctura decens & amabilis ordo. 
Sed nimitim brevis hora fugam meditata perennem 
Tranfit; & zternam repetunt nafcentia noctem, 
' Non de navali furgentes wre triumphi, 
Captivi currus, ereptaque ab hofte trophza: 
Non civilis honos quercis, non-umbra coronz 
Maralis, laurique novom decus addere regi 
Angliaco poffunt ; fatis illum confcia vircus, 
O 3 | Geftaque 
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Geftaque fublimem tollunt: ad fydera raptim 
Vi propria nituntur, opifque haud indiga noftre, 
Nunc ergd, ut populus felix cum rege potenti 
Fortunis paribus furgat; compagibus arétis 
Claudantur belli porte; & jam, myftice cuftos, 
Mitior O! jam, dive, precor, melioribus orbis 
Aufpiciis, aliofque Dies, aliumque tenorem 
Tandem habeat, jubeas: hic.ferrea definat tas 
(Magna, efto, fed ferrea erat) faffufque metallum 
Pulchrius, annorum fe gratior explicet ordo. 
Hiaud iterjim pavidos bellum turbabit agreftes ; 
At fecura quics, at mollis fomnus, amores 
Jucundi, fuavefque joci cum dulcibus horis. 
Perpetuum ducant orbem; hoc a cardine rerum 
Paulatim incipiant magni procedere menfes: 
Atque his flava Ceres, his formofiffima Flora 
Afpiret; furgataque novo gens aurea fec’lo. 
Immunis belli, dextreque innixa Wilhelmi 
Terra Britanna fui fedeat: fpectetque ruinas, 
Et cladem, & Lachrymas, quarum pars nulla futura ef, 
Externas ; ireque hominum miferetur inanis, 
Illa inter motas fatum immutabile gentes 
Difpenfet ; vincantque illz quas yincere mavulte 
Sic roto celfos tuti fub matribus agni oe 
Balatu implebunt colles: fic vallibus imis, 
Jrriguos amnes inter, feges aurea in altum 
Surget; & ipfe fuas mirabitur Anglia meffes: 
Delicias diva zternas dum peétore pleno- 
Fundet; & ambrofios fpirabit vertice odores. 


a “ 


M PRIOR. 187 


Aulai antique czcis exorta ruinis 
(Qua Turres Albas, veterum penetralia regum — 
Wolfei fabricata manu, Henricique labores, 
Cernere erat) juvenile caput pheenicis ad inftar 
Regia fablimis tollat, melioribus, oro, 
Aifpiciis; & que fucrit minds obvia flammis. 
Alta, augufta, ingens, dominoque fimillima magna, 
Pandat fe veneranda domus.: captiva columne 
Arma ferant facre, belji monumenta cruenti, 
_ Spiculaque clypeofqae atque horrida fanguine figna: 
~ Stabunt & parii lapides, mediufque Wilhelmus 
En fpirans: humerufque recens a valnere viyis 
Rorabit guttis: metuens pro vindice mundi 
A tergo apparet Genius, capitique minacem 
Avertit mortem: jacet illa innoxias, inermis 
{Nam fic confuluit Jovis indulgentia terris) 
Intrepidi ante pedis herois, Tu quoque magnam 
Partem opere in tanto, viridi Bovinda reclinans - 
Leéto, habeas, imo fenior de gurgite vifas 
Lauriferum quaflare caput: faxum evomit undas; 
Aternique cadunt czfo de marmore rivi, 

Tuque O! qua famz fervas monumentaBritanne, 
Regis opus, regumque decus, cape dona tuorum, 

Inclyta Winforiz turris. Tu, Stellifer ether, 
Signa geris, quibus ipfe fuum & dele@a fuoram 
Pectora diftinguit, divifque accedere juffit 
Naffoyias, proprioque pater decoravit honore, 

Tu circum Ormondi robuftum my‘tica neétens. 
Vine’la genu, potgifti equitem focium addere regi: 

O46 — Redditus 
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Redditus his victor terris, fpoliifque potitus; 
Suppliciter venerans divi fub Militis aram 
Vota facit: veterum juxta decora alta parentum, 
Botleros inter, viftriciaqua arma Bohuni 
Ipfe fuum clypeum, fuaque emula figna fuperbis 
Poftibus aptavit, tanti non tmmemor hzres 
‘Nominis aut proavim dubitans extendere famam; 
Utcunqye illa novi fecum grave pondus honoris 
Attulit Offoride mater Naffovia genti. 

Sacvilli tu, diva, latus, tu lumine pectus 


SanGum ornas, ybi dulcis honos, ubi mille placendj | 


Conjurapt artes; labor ynus & una voluptas, 
Tollere depyeffos, & fuftentare jacentes. 
Hos brevis informet fragilis dum fpiritus artus, 
Indi€tus nunquam noftris Sacvillus abibit 
Carminibus; nunquam labetur pectore chari 
Officjum capitis: munus quia maximus ille 
Confert; collatique olim meminiffe recufat, 
Jura fidemque patrum, libertatemque Cavendos 
_Afferere audentes, tuus amplo veftit honore 
Diva, favor: ffabit longum fortuna per evum 
Alta domus; patrioque nitebunt fydere nati, 
Per te Sanctmauri, per te Talbotia proles, 
Felices ambo, veftigia magna parentum 
Ambo luftrantes, faxum hoc immobile dum tu 


Serves, nomine erunt. Tuque, O pars maxima mufe, — 


© decus, O noftrum, cui pulchro in corpore virtus 
Emicat, & fincera fides, & gratia morum, 
Has Jerfae, (preces valeant fi yatis amici, . 


-_———— 
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_ Si deus hoc carmen, deus hoc in{piret Apollo) 


Has tanges aras: hinc cingula facra decoro 

Aptabis lateri, veterifque infignia famz 

Villeriis fueta, & tibi non indebita fumes. 
Artibus intentum melior tum cura vocabit 

Heroa Angliacum, ,mirantem annalibus orbem 

Exornare fuis, ferofque docere nepotes 

Imperii arcana, & magna exemplaria belli. 

Hinc, ut virtutem dociles, verumque laborem 

Cognofcant, laudifque animi accendantur amore; 

Regis ad exemplum portis fe prima juventus 

Effundens, dum mane novum, dum gramina canent3 © 

Per faltus gelidumque nemus, preruptaque faxa, 

Nune cervos turbabit agens; nunc ardua in armis, 

Et vigil ad vocem, qua fidtim buccina fignum 

Bellica dat, grave martis opus, fub imagine lusis. 

Paulatim ex tanto affuefcat tolerare magiltro: 

Et nunc altus eques fpatiis magna atria circum 

Curvatis fertur; luctantia nunc premit ora 

Bellatoris equi; nunc torto verbere pronus 

Dat lora, & medio fervens in pulvere, ftrictum 

Aut enfem quatit, aut certam jacit impiger haftam. 
Pacis amans, ftudiifque favens, fociaagmina jungant 

Sana corona fenum, exemplis monitura minores, 

Qui virtutis honos, & quid fapientia poflit. 


‘Hos rerum juvet obfcuros penetrare receffus, 


Et varias caufas, nature arcana modetftz, 
Indiciis aperire novis clarifque repertis. 


Ilos degeneri audentes fuccurrere fec’lo, | | 
Cura~ 


* 
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Cura gravis maneat morum, & labor Hercule dignus, 
Exonerare repletum immunda forde Theatrum. 
Sermones alii patrios, incertaque verba 

Ad leges fixas revocent, venerefque decoras; 

Ur laté Angliacis inftreéta annalibus orbis 
Gandeat, ad noftram refonet gens ftngula linguam, 
Vindicis ante pedes qexcunque effufa Britanni, 
Miferat aut oppreffa preces, ant libera grates. 


Negle&tum in primis carmen, Mufamque jacentem 
Tollat amica manus: nam refpondere labori 
Mufa pio novit, regifque rependere amores. 
Illa patrum cineres fanétos, yenerandaque bafta 
Vulgari fecernit humo, famamquve filenti 
Vindicat 4 tumulo: per Mufam notus Ulyfles 
Spirat adhuc; coramque virum jam cernere fas eft: 
Mufx Agamemnonias palmas, femperque recentes 
Confervare datur lauros: eadem illa Wilhelmi 
(Cim ftatuz, folidoque arcus de marmore §&i 
Deiscient) longo nomen facrum afferet zvo. 
Haud veré par officium, partefque premamus 
Ingrati alternas; cim nil fine Czfare pulchrum, 
Nil altam Mufe labor inchoat: altera jun@am 
Alterius fic pofcit opem, & conjurat amicé. 
Igneus hinc numeris vigor, & cceleftis origo; 
Hinc effulgentes aterna luce Camenz. 
Informi‘cedente fitu, teriebrifque fugatis, 
Invida fquallentis vincent oblivia noétis. 

Securos Britonum commercia libera portus 


' Omni ex parte petent; sotum demiffa per orbem _ 
| Pulchriot 
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Polchrier hinc Argo, meliori & vellere dives: 
Annua dona feret; f{poliifque redibit onufta, 
Indiam in Europam portans, gazamque nitentem, 
Que diffufa jacet, qua fol utrumque recurrens 
Afpicit oceanam. Quafcunque Britannica pinus 
Ingreditur fublimis a-quas, fubmittat honores 
Navita quifque fuos: puppefque infigne fuperbum 
Inclinent, faffe, quem Tethys omnibus undis 


.Elegit, dominum; quem vafto immobile fatam ; 


Deftinat imperio, terraque marique potentem. 
Audivére preces divi: jamqae Anglica clafiis, 
Qua dabit avra viam,. tutam. per aperta profundi 
Curret iter, nova regna: petens, nova littora vifens, 
Ignotumque fuis mittens fab legibus orbem. 
Alter tum Ganges, atque altera que feret aurums 
India Naffovio cedet: populique feroces. 
Arma, artes, morefque fcient, nomenque Wilhelm!, 
Suppliciter venerans, demiffo lumine ftabit 
Agmen agrefte. viriim; miramque loquentis ab.ore -. 
Hiftoriam eripiens, nunc famam & fata Wilhelmi,. 


_ Valnera, fudorem, palmafque,. peric’laque difeet, 


Quz quibus anteferat dubitans ; noncquantas in armis, 
Qualis in hofte fuit,, quos bella & pace i 
Erexit: matres, ut.coelo decidit heros, 

Tum natis.referent: & vox, quam proferet infans — 
Prima Wilhelmus erit; tenebris inhonefta tyranni 
Indecores capita abfcondent, tam dira fuoram 
Supplicia, indignos genitus, juftafque querelas 


Ferre indignantes cim confcia fama, pudorque 
Provocat 
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Provocat ad meliora animos; cim bella Wilhelmi, 
Bella quaterdenos lzfis pro gentibas annos 
Confpcta audierint, tandemque filentibus armis, 
{Majus opus) partos felici pace trismphos, 
Nor dehinc hos miferos myfteria dira docebit 
Barbara religio: nulla horrida npmina finget 
Vang fuperttitio, divimque immania monftra; 
Naffovii virtus cim fe mirantibus offert, 
Prefentem confeffla deum; ciim figna decoris 
Divini, xterneque patent veftigia mentis 
Herdis defcripta animis, & vindice dextra, 
Scilicet horrendi jufta fine lege cometz 
Incertam lucem quatiunt, & crine minaces 
Sanguineo lugubré rubent, triftefqude trementi — 
Indicunt iras orbi; nifi publica vota 
Avertant levum miferis mortalibus omen, 
At verd juftis mundam qui temperat haris, 
Vera Jovis proles, colo puriflimas ignis, 
Non errore vago, czcaque libidine fertur ; 
Certus iter fixum peragit: carfufque diurnos 
Obfervant homines, & fandtum fydue adorant, 
O Jane, O! divim fi flectere fata liceret ; 
$i parce Anglorum precibus mitefcere {cirents 
Sol ifte ante fuum ceffaret currere celum, 
Quam Rex Naffovius terre fe fubtrahet orbz 
Addendus fuperis: fed inexorabile numen 
Omne premit mortale: aderit, volventibus annis, 
Dira futura dies, & inelu€tabile tempus, _ 
€im pars femidei mofto materna fepulchro 


Condetur ; 
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Condetur; dominufque fuis plorabitur abfens. 

At vos, O divi, fi quid pia vota valebunt, 

Vos precor, zterni, quorum hac fub numine tellus, 
Tuque, O fancte, tuis, Bifrons, cceleftia firma 
Pectora confiliis ; fociique per zthera divi. 

Dic, in amicitiam coeant, tecumque Britannam 
Conjurent fervare domum: communibus omnium 
Orati precibus, magno procul omine triftem, 


- Dii, removete diem; multofque benignits annos 


Accumulate facro capiti: da, Jane, fenectam 
Immunem coris, placidaque quiete potitam: 
Sat bello Europaque datum eft: fatis arma juventug 
Senfit: & ingentes teftatur terra triumphos. | | 
Canitiem novus ornet honos; dum tempora circum‘ 
Vidrices inter lauros affurgat Oliva. . 

En! hujus, Jane, aufpiciis nafcentia longum 
Sec’la habeant omen pacis; latique nepotes 
Seros jucundis agitent fub legibus annos ; 
Anta ferat quam ccelo animam Jovis armiger alto, — 
Nobile onus, patrioque heros pofcatur olympo;_ 
Ambo ub# Ledzi, ceu qui pedes ibat in hoftem, 
Ceu luctantis equi fpumantia qui regit ora; 
Magnus ubi Alcides fato, & Funonis inique 
Sevis ereptus juflis; ubi grande Maronis 
Argumentum, auctor Latil, regnique Britanni, 
Otia agunt; ubi tot radiantia nomina toto 
Ethere nota fatis, quos omnes zquus amavit 
Jupiter, & meritis homines donavimus aris ; 
Serd, Jane pater, ccelo decus adde patenti 
Naffoviom fydus, quod amica lace corufcum 


. Fulgeat, & dubiis oftendat littora nautis. 
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O D E, 
INSCRIBED TO THE MEMORY OF THE 


‘HONORABLE COLONEL GEORGE VILLIJERS, ®_ 


DROWNED IN THE RIVER PIAVA, IN THE 
COUNTRY OF FRIULI, MDCCIII. 


IN IMITATION OF HORACE, ODE 28. LIB, L, 


Te maris & terre numeroque carentis arena 
Menforem cohibent, archyta, &c. 


S AY, deareft Villiers, poor departed friend, 
(Since fleeting life thus fuddenly muft end) 
Say, what did all thy bufy hopes avail, 

That anxious thou from pole to pole didft fail ; 


* Colonel George Villiers was in the marine fervite. 
When this accident happened to him he was accompanied , 
by William Courtenay, Efq; fon of Sir William Courte. 
nay, a captain in his regiment, and both firared the fame 
fate. They had been out on an excurfion to fee the 
country. 


Ere 
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Ere on thy chin the fpringing beard began 
To fpread a douktful down, and promife man? 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares, 
In vigour more confirm’d, and riper years? 
To wake ere morning dawn to loud alarms, 
And march ’till clofe of night in heavy arms 3 
To fcorn the fummes’s funs and winter’s {nows, 
And fearch through every clime thy country’s foes 
That thou mighr’it Fortune to thy fide engage ; 
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona’s rage ; 
And Anna’s bounty crown her foldier’s hoary age? 
In vain we think that free-will’d man has power 
To haften or protraét th’ appointed hour. 
Our term of life depends not on our deed : 
Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 
Nor aw’d by forefight, nor mifled by chance, 
Imperious Death direéts his ebon lance ; 
Peoples great Henry’s tombs, and leads up Hol- (- 
ben’s dance. 
Alike muft every ftate, and every age 
Suftain the univerfal tyrant’s rage: 
For neither William’s power, nor Mary’s east, 
Could or repel, or pacify his arms: 
Young Churchill * fell, as life began to bloom : 
And Bradford’s + trembli.g age expeéts the tomb. 
' © John Churchill, Marquis of Blandford, only fon of 
John Duke of Marlborough by Sarah his-dutchefs. He 
died 10 March 1702, aged 16, and was buried at King’s 
Coliege chapel, Cambridge. 
+ Francis Newpoxt Eas! of Bradford. Be died 19 Sep- 


eember 1708}. 
Wifdom. 
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Wifdom and eloquerice in vain would plead 

One moment’s refpite for the learned head ! 

Judges of writings and of men have dy’d ; 

Mecenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde: 

And in their various turrts their fons mutt tread 

Thofe gloomy journeys, which theif fires have led. 
The ancient fage , who did fo long mainfain, 

That bodies die, but fouls return again, 

With all the births and deaths he had in ftore, 

Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. 

And modern Afgyll *, whofe capricious thought’ 

Is yet with flores of wilder notions fraught, 


* John Afgyll, Efq; a lawyer’of fome eminence, but’ 


more remarkable for the very extraordinary publication 


here alluded to. He was a member of the Englith parlias . 


ment for Bramber in Suffex. In the year 1700 he publith- 
ed a treatife, entitled, ‘* An argument proving that ac- 
cording to the covenant of eternal life revealed in the 
{criptures, man may be tranflated hence into that eternal 
life without paffing through death, although the human 
nature of Chrift himfelf could not be thus tranflated till 
he had paffed through death.” Being involved in many 
perplexing law fuits, and much reduced in his circum - 
ftances, the Houfe of Commons made this pamphlet a 
pretence for expelling him in September1707. His affairs 
“afterwards continued to grow worfe, and he paffed the re- 
mainder of his life in the rules of the King’s Bench or 
Fleet. He died within the former on the roth of Novem- 


ber 1738, when he was confiderably above fourfcore years . 


of age. — : ) 


Too | 
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Too foon convine’d, fhall yield that fleeting breath, 
Which play’d fo idly with the darts of death. 
Some from the ftranded veffel force their way ; 
Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the fea: 
Some who efcape the fury of the wave, 
Sicken on earth, and fink into a grave: 
In journies or at home, in war or peace, 
By hardfhips many, many fall by eafe. 
Each changing feafon does its poifon bring, 
Rheums chill the winter, agues blaft the {pring : 
Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour, 
All a&t fubfervient to the tyrant’s power: 
And when obedient nature knows his will, 
A fly, a grapeftone, or a hair can kill. 
For reftlefs Proferpine for ever treads 
In paths unfeen, o’er our devoted heads ; 
And on the fpacious land, and liquid main 
Spreads flow difeafe, or darts afflictive pain : 
Variety of deaths confirm her endlefs reign. . 
On curft Piava’s banks the goddefs ftood, 
Shew’d her dire warrant to the rifing flood’; 
When what I long muft love, and long muft mourn, 
With fatal {peed was urging his return ; j 
In his dear country to dif perfe his care, 
And arm himfelf by reft for future war ; 
To chide his anxious friends officious fears, 
And promife to their joys his elder years. 
Oh! deftin’d head; and Oh! fevere decree ; 
Nor native country thou, nor friend fhalt {ge : 
VoL. kb P Nor 
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Nor war haft thou to wage, nor year to come: 
Impending death is thine, and inftant doom. 
Hark! the imperious goddefs is obey’d : 
Winds murmur ; fnows defcend ; and waters fpread = 
Oh! kinfman, friend—Oh! vain are all the cries 
Of human voice; ftrong deftiny replies : 
Weep you on earth: for he fhall fleep below : 
"Thence none return; and thither all: mutt go. 
Whoe’er thou art, whom choice or bufinefs leads: 
To this fad river, or the neighbouring meads ; 
If thou may’ft happen on the dreary fhores _ 
To find the object which this verfe deplores ; 
Cleanfe the pale corps with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand ; 
Lay the dead hero graceful in a grave; 
(The only honour he can now receive) 
And fragrant mould upon his uedy throw =. ) 
And plant the warrior laurel o’er his brow : 
Light lie the earth ; and flourifh green the bough. 
So may juft Heaven fecure thy future life 
From foreign dangers, and domeftick ftrife f 
And when th’ infernal judge’s difmal power 
From the dark urn fhall throw thy deftin’d hour; 
When yielding to the fentence, breathlefs thou 
And pale thalt lie, as what thou burieft now ; 
May fome kind friend the piteous object fee, 
And equal rites perform, to that which once was thee. 


PRO- 
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P ROL OG U B&B, 


SPOKEN AT COURT BEFORE THE QUEEN, ON 


HER MAJESTY’S BIRTH-DAY, MDCCIV: 


SHIN E forth, yé planets, with diftinguifh’d light, 
As when ye hallow’d firft this happy night: 
Again tranfmit your friendly beams to earth: 
As when Britannia joy’d for Anna’s birth: 
And thou, propitious ftar, whofe facred power 
Prefided o’ér the monarch’s natal hour, 
Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 
Yielding to hone but Cynthia, and the Sun: 
With thy fair afpeét ftill illuftrate Heaven: 
Kindly preferve what thou haft greatly given: 
Thy influence for thy Anna we implore: 
Prolong one life ; and Britain afks no more: 
For Virtue can no ampler power exprefs, 
Than to be great in war, and good in peace: 
For thought no higher with of blifs can frame, 
Than to enjoy that virtue sTILL THE SAME. 
Entire and fure the monarch’s rvle mutt prove, 
Who founds her greatnefs on her fubjects love ; 
Who does our homage for our good require ; 

“ And orders that which we fhould fir defire : 

P 2 Our 
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Her goodnefs takes our liberty away, 

And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary fway. 
Let the young Auftrian then her terrors bear, 

Great as he is, her delegate in war: 

Let him in thunder fpeak to both his Spains, 

That in thefe dreadful ifles a woman reigns. 

While the bright queen does on her fubjeéts fhower 

The gentle bleffings of her fofter power ; 

Gives facred morals to a vicious age, - 

To temples zeal, and manners to the ftage ; 

Bids the chafte Mufe without a blufh appear ; 

And Wit be that which Heaven and fhe may hear. 
Minerva thus to Perfeus lent her fhield ; 

- Secure of conqueft, fent him to the field: 

The Hero acted what the Queen ordain’d : 

So was his fame compleat, and Andromede unchain’d. 
Mean time amidft her native temples fate 

The goddefs, ftudious of her Grecian’s fate, 

Taught them in laws and letters to excel, 

In aéting juftly, and in writing well. 

Thus whilft the did her various power difpofe ; 


Our vanquifh’d wills that pleafing force obey, t 


The world was free from tyrants, wars, and woes: 
Virtue was taught in verfe, and Athens’ glory rofe. 
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MONSIEUR BOILEAU DESPREAUX; 
OCCASIONED BY 


THE VICTORY AT BLENHEIM, 
MDCCIV, 


-—— Cupidum, pater optime, vires 

Deficiunt: neque enim quivis horrentia pilis 

Agmina, nec fracta pereuntes cufpide gallos—— 
Hor. Sat. 1, L. 2. 
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SINCE hir’d for life, thy fervile Mufe muft fing 
Succeflive conquefts, and a glorious king ; 
Muft of a man immortal vainly boaft, . 
And bring him lawrels, whatfoe’er they coft ; 
What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 
On the event of that fuperior day, 
Tn which one Englith fubjeét’s profperous hand 
(So Jove did will; fo Anna did command) 
Broke the proud column of thy mafter’s praife, 
Which fixty winters had confpir’d to raife? 
P 3 From 
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From the loft field a hundred ftandards brought 
Mut be the work of Chance, and Fortune’s fault: 
Bavaria’s ftars muft be accus’d, which fhone, 

That fatal day the mighty work was done, f 
With rays oblique upon the Gallic fun. 

Scme Damon envying France mifled the fight: 

And Mars miftook, tho’ Louis order’d right. 

When thy * young mufe invok’d the tuneful Nine, 
To fay how Louis did not pafs the Rhine, 

What work had we with Wageninghen, Arnheim, 
Places that could not be reduc’d to rhime! 

And though the poet made his laft efforts, 
Wuris— who could mention in heroic—Wourts ? 
But, tell me haft thou reafon to complain 

Cf the rough triumphs of the laft campaign ; 
The Danube refcu’d, and the empire fav’d, 

Say, is the majefty of verfe retriev’d? 

And would it prejudice thy fofter vein, 

To fing the princes, Louis and Eugene? 

Is it too hard in happy verfe to place 

The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Maes 2 
Her warriors Anna fends from Tweed and Thames, 
‘That France may fall by more harmonious names, 
Canft thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear ? 
Would Ingoidfby or Palmes offend thy ear? 


Which thou, and all thy brethren ought to claim, 
Sacred to verfe, and fure of endlefs fame? 


And is there not a found in Marlborough’s name, , 
f 


* Epiftre 4. du Sr.Boileau Defpreaux au Roy. 
En vain, pour te Lower, &c. 
- Cutts 
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Cutts is in metre fomething harfh to read : 
Place me the valiant Gouram in his ftead : 
Let the intention make the number good : 
Let generous Sylvius fpeak for honeft Wood. 
And though rough Churchill fcarce in verfe will itand, 
So as to have one rhime at his command : 
With eafe the bard reciting Blenheim’s plain, 
May clofe the verfe, remembring but the Dane, 

I grant,.old friend, old foe, (for fuch we are 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war) 
That we poetic folks, who mutt reftrain 
Our meafur’d fayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thofe, 
_ Who let their fancy loofe in rambling profe. 

For inftance now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verfe agree ! 
“‘In one great day on Hochftet’s fatal plain 
** French and Bavarians twenty thoufand flain; 
“* Puth’d through the Danube to the fhores of Styx 
** Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty-fix: 
** Officers captive made and private men, 
** Of thefe twelve hundred, of thofe thoufands ten. 
** Tents, ammunition, celeurs, carriages, 
“* Cannon, and kettle-drums!’’—fweet numbers thefe. 
But is it thus you Englifh bards compofe? 
With Runic lays thus tag infipid profe? 
And when you fhould your heroes deeds rehearfe, 
Give us a commiffary’s lift in verfe ? 

Why faith, Defpreaux, there’s fenfein what youfay: 
i told you where my difficulty lay: | 
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So vaft, fo numerous were great Blenheim’s {pails, 
They fcorn the bounds of verfe, and mock the 
Mutfe’s toils. 
To make the rough recital aptly chime, 
Or bring the fum of Gallia’s lofs to rhime, 
"tis mighty hard: what poet would effay 
To count the ftreamers of my Lord Mayor’s-day ? 
To number all the feveral difhes dreft 
By honeft Lamb, laft coronation feaft ? 
Or make arithmetic and epic meet, 
And Newton’s thoughts in Dryden’s ftile repeat ? 
O Poet, had it been Apollo’s will, 
.¢ That I had thar’d a portion of thy fkill: 
Had this poor breaft receiv’d the heavenly beam 3; 
Or could I hope my verfe might reach my theme $ 
Yet, Boileau, yet the labouring mufe fhould ftrive, 
Beneath the fhades of Marlborough’s wreaths to live ¢ 
Shauld call afpiring Gods to blefs her choice; 
And to their favourite ftrains exalt her voice, 
Arms and a Queen to fing; who, great and good, 
From peaceful Thames to Danube’s wondering flood. 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands, 
To fave the nations from invading hands, 
To prop fair Liberty’s declining caufe, 
And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 
The queen fhould fit in Windfor’s facred grove, 
Attended by the Gods of War and Love: 
Both fhould with equal zeal her {miles implore, 
To fix her joys, or to extend her power. , 
Sudden, 
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Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons fhould appear ; 
And as great Anna’s fmiles difpel their fear, 
With aétive dance fhould her obfervance claim ; 
With vocal fhell fhould found her happy name. 
Their mafter Thames fhould leave the neighb’ring 

fhore, 
By his ftrong anchor known, and filver oar ; 
Should lay his enfigns at his fovereign’s feet, 
And audience mild with humble grace intreat. 

To her, his dear defence, he fhould complain, 

That whilft he bleffes her indulgent reign ; 

Whilft furtheft feas are by his fleets furvey’d, 

And on his happy banks each India laid ; 

His brethren Maes, and Waal, and Rhine, and Saar 
Feel the hard burthen of oppreffive war : 

That Danube fcarce retains his rightful courfe 
Againft two rebel armies neighbouring force : 

And all muft weep fad captives to the Scine, 
Unlefs unchain’d and freed by Britain’s queen. 

The valiant fovereign calls her general forth; 

Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth : 

She tells him, he muft Europe’s fate redeem, 

And by that labour merit her efteem : 

- She bids him wait her to the facred hall; 

Shews him prince Edward, and the conquer’d Gaul; 

Fixing the bloody crofs upon his breaft, 

Says, he muft die, or fuccour the diftrefs’d : 

Placing the Saint an emblem by his fide, 

She tells him Virtue arm’d muft conquer lawlefs Pride. 
. The 
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The hero bows obedient, and retires : 
The Queen’s commands exalt the warrior’s fires. 
His fteps are to the filent woods inclin’d, 
The great defign revolving in his mind: 
When to his fight a heavenly form appears : 
Her hand a palm, her head a lawrel wears. 
Me, fhe begins, the faireft child of Jove, 
Below for ever fought, and blefs’d above ; 
Me, the bright fource of wealth, and power and 
fame ; 
(Nor need I fay, Victoria is my name) 
Me the great father down to thee has fent : 
He bids me wait at thy diftinguifh’d tent, 
To execute what Anna’s with would have : 
Her fubje& thou, I only am her flave. 
Dare then, thou much belov’d by fmiling fate, 
For Anna’s fake, and in her name, be great: 
Go forth, and be to diftant nations known, 
My future favourite, and my darling fon. 
At Schellenbergh Pll manifeit fuftain 
Thy glorious caufe ; and {pread my wings again, t 
Conf{picuous 0’er thy helm, in Blenheim’s plain. 
The Goddefs faid, nor would admit reply ; 
But cut the liquid air, and gain’d the fky. 
. His high commiffion is through Britain known ; 
And thronging armies to his ftandard run, 
He marches thoughtful, and he {peedy fails: 
(Blefs him, ye feas! and profper him ye gales !) 
Belgia receives him welcome to her fhores, 
And William’s death with leflen’d grief deplores : 
. : His 
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His prefence only muft retrieve that lofs : 
Marlborough to her muft be what William was. ; 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
Recall’d, was gather’d to his kindred-gods ; 
Alcides refpited by prudent fate, 
Suftain’d the ball, nor droop’d beneath the weight. 
Secret and {wift behold the chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join’d, and friend to France: 
The Britifh general dooms the fight; his fword 
Dreadful he draws: the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George the charging hero cries: 
Shrill echo from the neighbouring wood replies 
Anne and St. George—At that aufpicious fign 
The ftandards move; the adverfe armies join, 
Of eight great hours, Time meafures out the fands; 
And Europe’s fate in doubtful balance ftands ; 
The ninth, Viétoria comes :—o’er Marlborough’, 
head 
Confefs’d the fits; the hoftile troops peckdes 
Triumphs the Goddefs, from her promife freed. 
The eagle, by the Britifh lion’s might 
Unchain’d and free, direéts her upward flight : 
Nor did fhe e’er with ftronger pinions foar 
From Tyber’s banks, than now from Danube’s fhore. 
Fir’d with the thoughts which thefe ideas raife, 
And great ambition of my country’s praife ; 
The Englifh Mufe fhould like the Mantuan rife, 
. Scornful of earth and clouds, fhould reach the fkies 
With wonder (though with envy ftill) purfued by 
human eyes. 
| But — 
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But we muft change the ftyle—juft now I faid, 
J ne’er was mafter of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the fmall genius which my youth could boaft, 
In profe and bufinefs lies extin& and loft. 
Blefs’d, if I may fome younger mufe excite, 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That from Marfeilles to Calais, France may know, 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too ; i 
And either lawrel does in Britain grow ; 
That, though amongft ourfelves, with too much heat, 
We fometimes wrangle, when we fhould debate ; 
(A confequential ill which freedom draws ; 
A bad effet, but from a noble caufe ;) 
We can with univerfal zeal advance, 
To curb the faithlefs arrogance of France s 
Nor ever fhall Britannia’s fons refufe 
To anfwer to thy Mafter or thy Mufe; 
Nor want juft fubjeét for vi€torious ftrains ; 
While Marlborough’s arm eternal lawrels gains ; t 
And where old Spencer fung, a new Eliza reigns, 


FOR 
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FOR THE 


PLAN or a FOUNTAIN, 
| ON WHICH ARE THE 
EFFIGIES or rote QUEEN 

ON A TRIUMPHAL ARCH, THE 

DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH 


'. BENEATH, AND THE _ \ 


@HIEF RIVERS OF TFHE WORLD ROUND 
THE WHOLE WORK. 


Ye active ftreams, where-e’er your waters flow, 
Let diftant climes and furtheft nations know, 


‘What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 


How Anne commanded, and how Marlborough fought. 


Quacunque eterno properatis, flumina, lapfu, 
Divifis laté terris, populifque remotis 
Dicite, nam vobis Tamifis narravit & Ifter, 
Anna quid imperiis potuit, quid Marlburus armis. 


~ 
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T H &E 


C H AM EpupRFR OO ™ 


A S the Chameleon, who is known 

To have no colours of his own; 

But borrows from his neighbours hue 

His white or black, his green or blue ¢ 
And ftruts as much in ready light, 

Which credit gives him upon fight: 

As if the rain-bow were in tail 

Settl’d on him, and his heirs male: 

So the young ’fquire, when firft he come3 
From country fchool to Will’s or Tom’s = 
And equally, in truth is fit 

To be a ftatefman or a wit; 

Without one notion of his own, 

He fanters wildly up and down; 

Till fome acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes notice of a flaring lad ; 

Admits him in among the gang: 

They jet, reply, difpute, harangue: 


* Two celebrated coffee-houfes. He 
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He a&ts and talks, as they befriend him, 


Smear’d with the colours, which they lend him. 
Thus merely, as his fortune chances, 

His merit or his vice advances, _ 

’ If haply he the fect purfues, — 

That read and comment upon news; 

He takes up their myfterious face : 

He drinks his coffee without lace. 

This week his mimic-tongue runs o’er 

What they have faid the week before, 

His wifdom fets all Europe right; 

And teaches Marlborough when to fight. 
Or if it be his fate to meet 

With folks who have more wealth than wit ; 

He loves cheap Port, and double Bub ; 

And fettles in the HUM-DRUM Club: 

He learns how ftocks will fall or rife; 

Holds poverty the greatelt vice; 

Thinks wit the bane of converfation ; 

And fays that learning fpoils a nation. 
But if, at firft, he minds his hits, 

And drinks Champaigne among the wits ; 

Five deep he toafts the towering laffes ; 

Repeats you verfes wrote on glaffes ; 

Is in the chair; prefcribes the law; 

And lyes with thofe he never faw- 


MERRY 
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MERRY ANDRE W. 


(At Barthol’mew he did not much appear : 
So peevifh was the edict of the Mayor) 

At Southwark therefore as his tricks he fhow’d, 
To pleafe our mafters, and his friends the croud ; 
A huge neats tongue he in his right hand held : 

~ His left was with a good black-pudding fill’d. 
With a grave look, in this odd equipage, > 

The clownifh mimic traverfes the ftage : 

Why how now, Andrew! cries his brother droll, 
To-day’s conceit, methinks, {is fomething dull : 
Come on, Sir, to our worthy friends explain, 
What does your emblematick worfhip mean ? 
Quoth Andrew ; honeft Englith let us {peak : 
Your emble (what d’ye call’t) is heathen Greek. 
To tongue or pudding thou haft no pretence: 
Learning thy talent is, but mine is fenfe. 
That bufy fool I was, which thou art now ; 
Defirous to correét, not knowing how; 

With very good defign, but little wit, 
Blaming or praifing things, as I thought fit. 


S Ly Merry Andrew, the lait Southwark fair 
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I for this conduét had what I deferv’d; : 
And dealing honeftly, was almoft ftarv’d. 
But, thanks to my indulgent ftars, I eat ; 
Since I found the fecret to be great. 
O, deareft Andrew, fays the humble droll, 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou controll ; 
Provided thou impart thy ufeful fkill.— 
Bow then, fays Andrew; and, for once, I will.+ 
Be of your patron’s mind, whate’er he fays ; 
Sleep very much ; think little ; and talk lefs: 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong, 
But eat your pudding, flave; and hold your tongue. 

A reverend prelate ftopt his coach and fix, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew’s tricks. 
But when he heard him give this golden rule, 
Drive on (he cry’d) ; this fellow is no fool. 


Vou. I. Q, A SI- 
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D EAR Thomas, did’ft thou never pop 
Thy head into a tin-man’s fhop ? 
‘There, Thomas, didft thou never fee 
(’?Tis but by way of Simile) 
A {quirrel fpend his little rage, 
_ In jumping round a rowling cage ? 
The cage, as either fide turn’d ap, 
Striking a ring of bells a-top ?—— 

Mov’d in the orb, pleas’d with the chimes, 
The foolith creature thinks he climbs : 
“But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with thofe merry blades, 
That frifk it under Pindus’ fhades. 
In noble fongs, and lofty odes, 
They tread on ftars, and talk with Gods ; 
Still dancing in an airy round, 
' Still pleas’d with her own verfes’ found; 
Brought back, how faft foe’er they go, 
Always afpiring, always low. 


ater ak, sso aeietiettat a ” 


THE 


F L I E S.. 


S AY, Sire of infe&s, mighty Sol, 

(A Fly upon the chariot pole 

Cries out) what Blue-bottle alive 

Did ever with fuch fury drive? 

Tell Belzebub, great father, tell, 

(Says t’other, perch’d upon the wheel) 

Did ever any mortal Fly” 

Raife fuch a cloud of daft, asI? - 
My judgement turn’d the whole debate : 

My valour fav’d the finking ftate. 

So talk two idle buzzing things ; 


Tofs up their heads, and ftretch their wings. 


But let the truth to light be brought : 
This neither fpoke, nor t’other fought : 
No merit in their own behaviour : 

Both rais’d, but by their party’s favour. 
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FROM THE GREEK. 


G REAT Bacchus, born in thunder and in fire, 
,By native heat afferts his dreadful fire. 

Nourifh’d near fhady rills and cooling ftreams, 

He to the nymphs avows his amorous flames. 

To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 

The moral fays; mix water with your wine. 


; E PI G R A-M. 
Fran K carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats: 
He eats more than fix; and drinks more than he eats. 
Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokes ; 
And feafons his whifs with impertinent jokes. 
Yet fighing, he fays, we muft certainly break ; 
And my cruel unkindnefs compels him to fpeak ; ' 
For of late I invite him---but four times a week. 


A N O- 


A N OT HE R,. 


To John I ow’d great obligation ; 
But John, unhappily thought fit, 
To publith it to all the nation: 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 


AN OTHER. 


Ye S, every poet is a fool : 
By demonftration Ned can fhow it : 
Happy, could Ned’s inverted rule 
Prove every fool to be a poet. 


A N O T H E R, 


Tu Y nags, (the leaneft things alive) 
So very hard thou lov’ft to drive ; 

T heard thy anxious coachman fay, 

Jt coft thee more in whips than hay, 
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T O 


A PERSON WHO WROTE ILL, | 


AND . 


SPOKE WORSE AGAINST ME. 


| YE, Philo, untouch’d on my peaceable fhelf; 
Nor take it amifs, that fo little J heed thee: 
I’ve no envy to thee, and fome love to my felf: 
Then why fhould I anfwer ; fince firft I muft read 
thee ? 


Drunk with Helicon’s waters and double brew’d bub, 
Be a linguift, a poet, a critic, a wag; 

To the folid delight of thy well-judging club, 
To the damage alone of thy bookfeller Brag. 


Purfue me with fatyr: what harm is there in’t? 
But from all viva voce reflection forbear : 
There can be no danger from what thou fhalt print: 
There may be a little from what thou may’ft fwear, 


ON 
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ON THE SAME PERSON. 


Wau ILE, fafter than his coftive brain indites, 
Philo’s quick hand in flowing letters writes ; 

His cafe appears to me like honeft Teague’s, 
When he was run away with, by his legs. 

Phebus, give Philo o’er himfelf command ; 
Quicken his fenfes, or reftrain his hand ; 

Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink: 

So may he ceafe to write, and learn to think. 


“ QuID sIT FUTURUM CRAS FUGE QUERERE.” 


For what to-morrow fhall difclofe, 
May fpoil what’you to-night propofe : 
England may change ; or Cloe ftray : 
Love and life are for to-day. | 
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B A L L A D 
OF THE 


NOTBROWNE MAYDE.* 


A. 


Bs it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among on wo- 
men do complayne ; : 
Affyrmynge this—how that it is a labour fpent in 
vayne, 
To love them wele; for never a dele thy love a man 
agayne : o 
For late a man do what he can, theyr favour to at- 
tayne, : 
- Yet, 
* This ancient poem was originally printed in an old 
black letter book, intitled, THE CUSTOMES OF LONDON 
OR ARNOLDE’S CHRONICLE, which Mr. Capell fuppofes 
appeared about the year 1521. According to that gentle- 
man’s opinion—“ It was certainly written in the beginning 
‘© of the fixteenth century, and not fooner: the curious in 
6¢ thefe matters, who fhall conceive a doubt of what is here 
s¢ afferted thro’ remembrance of what he hasfeep advanced by 
** a poet 
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Yet, yf a newe do them purfue, theyt fyrft true 
lover than | 
Laboureth for nought ; for from her thought he is 
a banyfhed man. 
B. 
I fay, nat, nay, but that all day it is bothe writ and 
fayd, | 
That womens fayth is, as who fayth, all utterly de- 
cayed: 
But, nevertheleffe, ryght good wytnéffe in this cafe 
might be layed, : 
That they love true, and continie; recorde the not- . 
browne mayde ; 
© a poet of late days, is defired to look into the works of the 
*¢ creat Sin THomas Morg, and particularly intoa poem — 
“¢ that ftands at the head of them, and from thence receive 
‘© conviction; if famenefs of rhymes, famenefs of orthogra- 
‘ phy, and a very near affinity of words and phrafes be ca- 
* pable of giving it.’ THE POET OF LATE DAYS mentioned 
above, is ¢ertainly Mr. Prior, who in the edition of hit 
poems publithed in 1718, had aflerted it to have been 
written THREE HUNDRED YEARS SINCE. What led him 
to that miftaken notion, was probably a writer in THE 
MUSES MERCURY for June 1707, who conjectures that 
it was’ written about the year 1472. The fame writer fays, 
and the Ballad feems to confirm it, that the perfons repree 
{ented are a young Lord, the Earl of Weftmoreland’s fon, 


- and a lady of equal quality. The copy from which this 


poem hath hitherto been printed being very inaccurate, it is 
here given according to that publifhed by Mr. Capell. 
Which, 
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Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her to 
make his mone, 
Wolde nat depart ; for in her hart fhe loved but ian 


alone. 
A. 

Than betwayne us late us dyfcus what was all the 
manere 

‘Betwayne them two: we wyll alfo tell all the payne, 
and fere, , 

That fhe was in: noweI begyn, fo that ye me an- 
{were ; 

Wherefore, all ye, that prefent be, I pray you give 
an ere : 

I am the knyght; I come by nyght, as fecret as I 
can ; 


Sayinge, Alas, thus ftandeth the cafe, J am a ba- 
nyfhed man. 


B. : 
_ And I your wyll for to fulfyll in this wyll nat refufe ; 
Truftynge to fhewe in wordes fewe, that men have 
na yll ufe} : 
(To theyr own fhame) women to blame, and caufe- 
leffe them accufe : 
Therfore to you I anfwere nowe, all women to ex- 
cufe, | 
Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere? I pray 
you, tell anone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 


A. It 
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A. 

It ftandeth fo; a dede is do, whereof grete harme 
fhall growe : 

My deftiny is for to dy a fhamefull deth, I trowe ; 

Or elles to fle: the one muft be; none other way I 
knowe, 

But to withdrawe as an outlawe, and take me to my 
bowe. 

Wherefore, adue, my owne hart true! none other 
rede I can; ' 

For I muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 
man. 

B. 

O Lorde, what is this worldys blyffe, that chaungeth 
as the mone ! 

_ The fomers day in lufty May is derked before the 
none. 

There you fay, farewell; nay, nay, we départ nat 
fo fone: 

Why fay ye fo? wheder wyll ye go? alas, what have 
ye done? 

All my welfare to forrowe and care fholde chaunge, 
yf ye were gone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 


alone. 
] A. 
Tcan beleve, it fhall you greve, and fomwhat you 
dyftrayne : 
But, aftyrwarde, your paynes harde within a day or 
twayne 7 


Shall 


a24 POEM S Oo F 


Shall fone aflake ; and ye fhall take comfort to you 
agayne. 

Why tholde ye ought 3 ? for, to make thought, your 
Jabour were in vayne. 

And thus I do; and pray you to, as hartely asIcan; 

For I muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banythed 
man. * ce 

B. 

Now, fyth that ye have fhewed to me the fecret of 
your mynde, 

I fhall be playne to you agayne, lyke as ye thall me 
fynde : 

Syth it is fo that ye wyll go, I wolle not leve be- 
hynde ; 

Shall it never be fayd, the Naitvowne mayd was to 
her love unkynde: 

Make you redy’; for fo am I, although it were anone; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone, 

A. 

Yet I you rede to take good hede what men wyll 
thynke and fay: 

Of younge and olde it fhall be tolde, that ye be gone 
away ; 

Your wanton wyll for to fulfill, in grene wode you 
to play ; 

And that ye myght from your delyght no lenger make 
delay ; | 

Rather 


a i 
I 
j 
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Rather than ye fholde thus for me be called an yll 


woman, 
Yet wolde I to the grene wode go, alone, a banythed 
man. 


N 


B. 
Though it be fonge of olde and yonge, that I fholde 
be to blame, | | 
Theyrs be the charge that fpeke fo large in hurtynge 
of my name: 
For I wyll prove, that faythful love it is devoyd of 


* fhame ; 

“In your dyftreffle, and hevyneffe, to part wyth you, 

= the fame; 

“To fhewe all tho that do nat fo, true lovers are they 

: none : 

"For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
| alone. 

‘ A. 

* Tcounceyle you, remember howe it is no maydens 
| lawe, 


Nothynge to dout, but to renne out to wode with 
an outlawe: 
‘For ye muft there in your hand bere a bowe: redy to 
1 drawe ; 
{| And, asa thefe, thus muft you lyve, ever in drede 
ti "and awes. 
! Whereby to you grete harme myght growe: use had 
I lever than, 
That I had to the grene wode go, alone, a banythed 
ae man. 
os B. I fay 
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I fay nat, nay, but as ye fay, it is no maydens lore! 

But love may make me, for your fake, as I have fayd 
before, 

To come on fote, to hunt, and fhote, to get us mete 
in ftore ; 

For fo that I your company may have, I afke no 
more : 

From which to part, it maketh my hart as colde as 
ony ftone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 

A. 

For an outlawe, this is the lawe,———that men hym 
take and bynde; 

Without pyté, hanged to be, and waver with the 
wynde. 

Yf I had nede, (as God forbede!) what focours 
coude ye fynde? 

Forfoth I trowe, ye and your bowe for fere wolde 

drawe behynde: 

And no mervayle; for lytell avayle were in your 
counceyle than: 

Wherfore wyll to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- 


nyfhed man. 
B. 
Ryght wele know ye, that women be bat feble for to 
fyght ; 


No womanhede itis, indede, to be bolde a as aknyght: 
Yet, 
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Yet, in fuch fere yf that ye were with enemyes day 
and nyght, 

I wolde withftande, with bowe in hande, to helpe 
you with my myght, 

And you to fave; as women have from deth many a 
one; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 

A. 

Yet take good hede; for ever I drede that ye coude 
nat fuftayne | 

The thornie wayes, the depe valéies, the fnowe, the 
froft, the rayne, | 

The colde, the hete: for, drye, or wete, ye muf 
lodge on the playne ; 

And, us above, none other rofe but a brake, buth, 
or twayne : 

Which fone fholde greye you, I beleve; and ye wolde 
gladly than 

That I had to the grene wode go, alone, a banythed 
man. . 

B. . 

byth I have here been partynére with you of joy and 
blyffe, 

I muft alfo parte of your wo endure, as refon is: 

YetamI fure of one plesire; and fhortely, it is 

. this, 

‘That, where ye be, me femeth, a I coude noe 
fare amyfie. 


Without. 
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Without more fpeche, I you befeche that we were 
fhortely gone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 
| A. 3 

Yf ye go thyder, ye muft confider,---whan ye have 
luft to dyne, 

There fhall no mete, be for to gete, neyther bere, 
ale, ne wyne; 

Ne fhetes clene to lye betwene, maden of threde 
and twyne ; 

None other houfe, but leves and bowes, to cover your 
hed and myne: 

O myne hart fwete, this evyll dyéte fholde make you 
pale and wan ; 

Wherefore I wyll to the grene wode go, alone, a 
banyfhed man. 

B.. 


Amonge the wylde dere, fuch an archére as men fay . 


that ye be, 

‘May ye nat fayle of good vitayle, where is fo grete 
plente : 

And water clere of the ryvere fhall be full ii to 
me ; 

With which in hele I fhall rygnt wele endure, as ye 
fhall fee : 

And, or we go, a bedde or ~~ can provyde anone; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 

A. Lo 
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Lo yet, before, ye muft do more, yf ye wyll go with 
me : 

As cut your here above your ere, your kyrtel above 
the kne; 

With bowe in hande; for to withftande your enemyesy 

__-yf nede be: 
And, the fame nyght; before day- lyght, to wodee 


warde wyll I fle; 
Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill, do it fhortely as ye 


can ; 

Els wyll I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 
mans . 

4 B. | 

I thall as nowe do more for you than longeth to wo- 
manhede ; 

To thorte my here, a bow to bere, to fhote in tyme 

_of nede: 

O my fwete mother, before all other for you I have 
moft drede : 

But nowe, adue! I muf enfue where fortune doth 
me lede. 

All this make ye: nowe let us fle; the iy sstiell 
faft upon ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone, 

_ A. : | 

Nay, nay, nat fo; ye thal nat go, and I fhall tell 

you why,—— | 


Your appetyght is to be lyght of love, I wele efpy: 
Vou. I. R For, 
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For, lyke as ye have fayed to me, in Iyee wyfe 
hardely 

Ye wolde an{were, whofoever it were, in way of 
company. 

It is fayd of olde,—fome hote, fome colde ; and fo 

isa woman: _ — 

For I muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 


man. 
B. 

¥f ye take hede, it is no nede fach wordes to fay by 
me ; 

For oft ye prayed, and long affayed, or I me loved, 
parde: 

And though that I of aunceftry a barons Saupe 
be, : : 


Yet have you proved howe I you loved, a fquyer of 
lowe degre ; 
And ever fhall, whatfo befall; to dye therefore 


anone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love, but you 
alone.. 

A. 

A barons chylde to’ be begylde! it were a curled 
dede : | 

To be felawe with an outlawe ! Almighty God for- 
bede ! 

Yea, beter were, the pore fquyére alone to foreft 
yede, 

Than ye fholde fay another day, that by my curfed 

| dede 


Ye 


—_— 


a>- 
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Ye were betrayed’: wherefore, good mayd, the 3 bet 
rede that I can, 

Is, that I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyfhed 
man, 

7 B. | 

Whatever befall, I never hall of this thynf#/ou out- 
brayd : 

But yf ye go, and leve mié fo, than have ye me be- 
trayed. 

Remémber you wele howe that ye dele; for, yf ye 
be as ye fayd, 

Ye were unkynde, to lee behynde; your love, the . 
notbrowne mayd. 

Truft me truly, that I fhall dy fone after ye be gone; 


. For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 


alone. 
| A, 

Yf that ye went, ye fholde repent; for in the foreft 
nowe 

Ihave purvayed me ef a mayd, whom I love more 
than you; 

Another fayrére than ever ye were, I dare it wele 

j avowe ; 

And of you bothe eche fholde be wrothe with other, 
as [ trowe: 

It were myne efe, to lyve in pefe ; ; fo wyll I, yf I 
can ; 


_ Wherfore I to the grene wode go, afone, a ba- 


_nyfhed man. 
Rz B. Though 
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B. 

Though in the wode I undyrftode ye had 2 para- 
mour, . 

All this may nought remove my thought, but that I 
will be your: 

And fhe fhall fynde me foft, and kynde, ae cours 
teys every hour ; 

Glad to fulfyll all that the wyll commaunde me, te 


my power: 
For had ye, lo, an hundred mo, yet wolde I be that 
one; © 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
alone. 
| A. 
Myne own dere love, I fe the prove that ye be kynde, 
and true ; 


Of mayde, and wyfe, im all my lyfe, the belt that 
ever I knewe, 

Be mery and glad, be no more fad, the. cafe is 
chaunged newe ; 

For it were ruthe, that, for yous truthe, ye fholde 
have caufe to rewe: 

Be nat difmayed; whatfoever I fayed to you, what 
I began, 

I will nat to the grene wode go, I am no banythed 
man. - 


B. Thele 
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B. 

Thefe tydings be more gladder to me than to be 

made a quene, 
Yf I were fure they fholde ehakie but it is often 

| fene, 

Whan men wyll breke ncaa: tiey fpeke the 
wordes on the fplene: 

Ye fhape fome wylg, me to begyle, and Role from 


me, I wene: 
Than were the cafe worfe than it was, and I more 
wobegone; _ ' 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 
‘ alone. : 
A. 
Ye fhall nat nede further to drede ; I will not dyf- 
parage 
You (God defende !) fyth you defcend of fo grete 
lynage. 
Nowe underftande,-——to Weftmarlande, which is 
myne herytage, 
Twyll you bringe ; and with a rynge, by way of 
maryage 
I wyll you take, and lady make, as mROPHELY: as I 
can : 
Thus have ye won an erlys fon, and no banythed 
man. 


R 3 , Here 
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Here may ye fe, that women be, in love, meke, 
kynde, and ftable: | 
‘Late never man reprove them than, , « « « « +-5 >. 
. But, rather, pray God, that we may to them be 
comfortable, 
Which fometyme proyed fuch as he loved, yf they 
be charytable. 
Forfoth, men wolde that womert fholde be meke t9 
them eche one ; 
Moche more ought they to God obey, and ferye but 
hym alone, — , 


HENRY. 


oe 


HENRY AND EMMA. 
‘ A . 
Pp O E M, 
PPON THB MODEL OF THE NUT-BROWN MAID. - 
a TO CLE, 
Tu OU, to whofe eyes I bend, at whofe command | 
{Though low my voice, though-artlefs be my hand) 
I take the fprightly reed, and fing, and play ; 
Carelefs of what the cenfuring world may fay ; 
Bright Cloe, object of my conftant vow, 
Wilt thoy a while unbend thy ferious brows 
Wilt thou with pleafure hear thy lover’s ftrains, 
And with one heavenly {mile o’erpay his pains ? 
No longer fhall the Nut-brown Maid be old ; 
Though fince her youth three hundred years have 
roll’d: a 

At thy defire the fhall again be rais’d; ; 
And her reviving charms in lafting verfe be prais’d, 

No longer man of woman fhall complain, 
That he may love, and not be lov’d again: 
That we in vain the fickle fex purfue, 


Who change the conftant lover for the new, 
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Whatever has been writ, whatever faid, - 

Of female paffion feign’d, or faith decay’d: 

Henceforth fhall in my verfe refuted ftand, 

Be faid to winds, of writ upon the fand. 

And, while my notes to future times proclaim 

_ Unconquer’d love, and ever-during flame ; 

O faireft of the fex be thou my Mufe : 

Deign on thy work thy influence to diffufe. 

Let me partake the bleffings I rehearfe, | 

And grant me, Love, the juft reward of verfe! 
As beauty’s potent queen, with every grace 

That once was Emma’s, has adorn’d thy faces 

And as her fon has to my bofom dealt 

That conftant fame, which faithful Henry felt ; 

O let the ftory with thy life agree: 

Let men once more the bright example fee ; 

What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 

Nor fend me by thy frown from her I love, 

Diftant and fad, a banifh’d man to rove. 

But oh! with pity long-intreated crown 

My pains and hopes; and when thou fay’ft that one 

Of all mankind thou lov’ft, oh! think on me alone. 
Where beauteous Ifis and her hufband Tame 

' With mingled waves for ever flow the fame, 

In times of yore an antient baron liv’d; 

Great gifts beftow’d, and great refpedt receiv’d. 
When dreadful Edward with fuccefsful care 

Led lis free Britons to the Gallic war: 


This 
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This lord had headed his appointed bands, 
In firm allegiance to his king’s commands ; 
And (all due honours faithfully difcharg’d) 
Had brought back his paternal coat enlarg’d 
With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil, 
And no inglorious part of foreign {poil. 

From the loud camp retir’d and noify court, 
In honourable eafe and rural fport, 
The remnant of his days he fafely pat ; 
Nor found they lagg’d too flow, nor flew too fal. . 
He made his with with his eftate comply, - 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter chafte and fair, 
His age’s comfort, and his fortune’s heir. 
They called her Emma; for the beauteous dame, 
Who gave the Virgin birth, had borne the name; 
The name th’ indulgent father doubly lov’d ; 
For in the child the mother’s charms improv’d. 
Yet as, when little round his knees fhe play’d, 
He call’d her oft’ in fport his Nut-brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word 
(As ftill they pleafe, who imitate their lord) 3. 
Ufage confirm’d what Fancy had begun ; ‘ 
The mutual terms around the lands were known ; 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one. 

As with her ftature, ftill her charms increas’d 
Through all the ifle her beauty was confefs’d. 
Oh! what perfection muft that Virgin thare, 
Who faireft is efteem’d, where all are fair! 

From 
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From diftant hires repair the noble youth, a 

And find report for once had leffen’d truth. 

By wonder firft, and then by paffion mov’d, 

They came; they faw; they marvel’d; and they 

lov’d. 

By public praifes, and by fecret, fighs, 

Each own’d the general power of Emma’s eyes. 

in tilts and tournaments the valiant ftrove, 

By glorious deeds to purchafe .:mma’s love. 

In gentle verfe the witty told their flame, 

And grac’d their choiceft fongs with Emma’s name, 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ: 

Ufelefs their ftrength, and impotent their wit. 

Great Venus only muft dire& tKe dart, 

Which elfe will never reach the fair-one’s heart, 

. Spight of th’ attempts of force, and foft effeéts of 

" are. 

Great Venus muft prefer the happy one: 

In Henry’s caufe her favour muft be fhown : 

And Emma, of mankind, muft love but him amt 
While thefe in public to the caftle came, 

And by their grandeur juftified their flame ; 

More fecret ways the careful Henry takes ; 

His (quires, his arms, and equipage forfakes : 

In borrow’d name and falfe attire array’d, 

Oft he finds means to fee the beauteous maid. 
When Emma hunts, in huntfman’s habit dreft, 

Flenry on foot purfues the bounding beat. 


Tq 
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In his right hand his beechen pole he bears ; 
And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 
Still to the glade, where fhe has bent her way, 
With knowing {kill he drives the future prey ; 
Bids her decline the hill, and fhun the brake; 
And fhews the path her fteed may fafeft take; 
Direéts her fpear to fix the glorious wound; ~ | 
Pleas’d in his toils to have her triumph crown’d ; I 
Aad blows her praifes in no common found. 
A falconer Henry is, when £mma hawks : 
With her of tarfels and of lures he talks. 
Upon his wrift the towering merlin ftands, 
Praétis’d to rife, and ftoop at her commands. 
And when fuperior now the bird has flown, 
And headlong brought the tumbling quarry down; 
With humble reverence he accofts the fair, 
And with the honour’d feather decks her hair. 
Yet ftill, as from the fportive field fhe goes, 
His down-caft eye reveals his inward woes ; 
And by his look and forrow is exprett, 
A nobler game purfued than bird or beat. 
A fhepherd now along the plain he roves ; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighbouring fwains around the ftranger throng, | 
Or to admire, or emulate his fong : 
While with foft forrow he renews his lays, 
Nor heed ful of their envy, nor their praife, 
But, foon as Emma’s eyes adorn the plain; 
His notes he raifes to a nobler ftrain, . - 
| aaa ?. With | 
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With dutiful refpeé, and ftudious fear ; 
Left any carelefs found offend her ear. 

A frantic Gipfey now, the houfe he haunts, 
And in wild phrafes fpeaks diffembled wants. 
With the fond maids in palmiftry he deals: 

* They tell the fecret firft, which he reveals ; 
Says who fhall wed, and who fhall be beguil’d; 
What groom fhall get, and ’{quire maintain the child. 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune -know, 
A fofter look unbends his opening brow ; 

With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 

And in foft accents forms the kind reply ; 

That fhe fhall prove as fortunate as fair ; 

And Hymen’s choiceft gifts are all referv’d for her, 

Now oft’ had Henry chang’d his fly difguife, 
Unmark’d by all but beauteous Emma’s eyes ; 

Of’? had found means alone to fee the dame, 

And at her feet to breathe his amorous flame; 
And oft’ the pangs of abfence to remove: 

By letters, foft interpreters of love: 

Till Time and Induftry (the mighty two 

That bring our withes nearer to our view) 

Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Receiv’d his vows with no reluctant ear ; 

That Venus had confirm’d her equal reign, 

And dealt to Emma’s heart a fhare of Henry’s pain, 
While Cupid fmil’d, by kind occafton blefs’d, — 

And, with the fecret kept, the love increas’d; 
The amorous youth frequents the filent groves ; 
And much he meditates, for much he loves, 


He 


2 


— 
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He loves: ’tis true; and is beloved again: 
Great are his joys: but will they long remain ? 
Emma with fmiles receives his prefent flame ;. 
But, fmiling, will fhe ever be the fame ?. 
Beautiful looks are rul’d by fickle minds ; 
And fummer feas are turn’d by fudden winds. 
Another Love may gain her eafy youth : 
Time changes thought ; and flattery conquers truth. 

O impotent eftate of human life ! 
Where Hope and Fear maintain eternal ftrife ! 
Where fleeting joy does lafting doubt infpire ; 
And moft we queftion, what we moft defire ! 
Amongft thy various gifts, great Heaven, beltow 
Our cup of Love unmix’d; forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in; nor pall the draught 
With naufeous grief: for our ill-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleafurable tafte ; 
Or deems it not fincere; or fears it cannot laft. 

With wishes rais’d, with jealoufies opprett, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaft) | 
By one great trial he refolves to prove 
The faith of woman, and the force of love. | 
If {canning Emma’s virtues he may find 
That beauteous frame inclofe a fteady mind, 
He ’Il fix his hope, of future joy fecure ; 
And live a flave to Hymen’s happy power, 
But if the fair-one, as he fears, is frail ; — 
If, pois’d aright in reafon’s equal {cale, : 
Light fly her merit, and her faults prevail ; 

| . His 
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The latent mifchief from his heart to tear, 

Refume his azure arms, and fhine again in war. 
South of the caftle in a verdant glade | 

A fpreading beech extends her friendly fhade : 

Here oft the nymph his breathing vows had heard § 

Here oft’ her filence had her heart declar’d. 

As active fpring awak’d her infant buds, 

And genial life inform’d the verdant woods ; 

Henry, in knots involving Emma’s name, 

Had half exprefs’d and half conceal’d his lame 

Upon this tree: and, as the tender mark 

Grew with the year, and widert’d with the bark, 

Venus had heard the virgin’s foft addrefs, | 

That, as the wound, the paffion might increafe. 

As potent Nature fhed her kindly fhowers, 

And deck’d the various mead with opening flowers # 

Upon this tree the Nymph’s obliging care 

Had left a frequent wreath for Henry’s hair ; 

Which as with gay delight the lover found, 

Pleas’d with his conqueft, with her prefent crown’d; 

Glorious through all the plains he oft had gone, 


His mind he vows to free from amorous careé, 


And to each fwain the myftic honour fhown ; 
The gift ftill prais’d, the giver ftill unknown. 
His fecret note the troubled Henry Writes 5 
To the krrown tree the lovely maid invites : 
Imperfect words and dubious terms exprefs, 
That unforefeen mifchance difturb’d his peace ; 
That 


ee i Ae. Coo. 
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That he niuft fomething to her ear commend, ~ 
On which her condaé and his life depend. 
Soon as the fair-one had the note receiv’d, 
The remnant of the day alone the griev’d : 
For different this from every former note, 
Which Venus diétated, and Henry wrote ; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear bofom of his Nut-brown maid; 
Which always blefs’d her eyes, and own’d her power; 
And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. 
Now night advanced. The houfe in fleep were laid. 
The nurfe experienc’d, and the prying maids. 
At laft that fprite, which does inceffant haunt 
The lover’s fteps, the ancient Maiden-aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 


_ With quicken’d pace repairing force’d delay ; 


For Love, fantaftic power, that is afraid 

To ftir abroad till watchfulnefs be laid, 
Undaunted then o’er cliffs and vallies ftrays, - 
And leats his votaries fafe through pathlefs ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes fhall find: 


Where Cupid goes: though he, poor guide! is blind. 


The Maiden firft arriving, fent her eye 
To ak, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear and with defire, with joy and pain, 
She fees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh! his fteps proclaim no lover’s hatte : 
On the low ground his fix’d regards are caft ; 
His artful bofom heaves diffembled fighs ; 
And tears fubborn’d fall copious from his eyes. 
“With 
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With eafe, alas! we credit what we love: 
His painted grief does real forrow move 
In the afflicted fair ; adown her cheek 
Trickling the genuine tears their current break ; 
Attentive ftood the mournful Nymph: the man 
Broke filence firft: the tale alternate ran. 


HENRY. 


Sincere, O tell me, haft thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign? - 
Has thy uncertain bofom ever ftrove 
With the firft tumult. of a real love? 

Haft thou now dreaded, and now bleft his fway, | 

By turns averfe, and joyful to obey ? 

Thy virgin foftnefs haft thou e’er bewail’d ; 

As Reafon yielded, and as Love prevail’d ? 

And wept the potent God’s refiftlefs dart, 

His killing pleafure, his ecftatic {mart, 

And heavenly poifon thrilling through thy heart? 

If fo, with pity view my wretched ftate ; 

At leat deplore, and then forget my fate : 

To fome more happy Knight referve thy charms; 

By Fortune favour’d, and fuccefsful arms : 

And only, as the fun’s revolving ray 

Brings back each year this melancholy day, 

Permit one figh, and fet apart one tear, 

To an abandon’d exile’s endlefs care. 

For me, alas! out-caft of human race, 

Love’s anger only waits, and dire difgrace ; 
® 


: 


For 
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For lo! thefe hands in murther are imbrued ; 
Thefe trembling feet by Juftice are purfued : 
Fate calls aloud, and haftens me away ; 
A fhameful death attends my longer ftay ; = 
And I this night muft fly from thee and love. 
Condemn’d in lonely woods, a banifh’d man, to 
rove. | ) 
EMM A.’ 

What is our blifs, that changeth with the moon ; 
And day of life, that darkens ere ’tis noon ? 
What is true paffion, if unbleft it dies ? 
And where is Emma’s joy, if Henry flies ? 
If love, alas! be pain; the pain I bear 


- No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 


Ne’er faithful woman felt, nor falfe one feign’d, 
The flames which long have in my bofom reign’d: 


With all his. rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 
His complement of ftores, and total war. 

O! ceafe then coldly to fufpe& my love’; 
And let my deed at leaft my faith approve. : 
Alas! no youth fhall my endearments hare ; 
Nor day nor night fhall interrupt my care ; 
No future ftory fhall with truth upbraid | 


The God of Love himfelf inhabits there, vr | 


. Thecold indifference of the Nut-brown Maid: 


Nor to hard banifhment fhall Henry run ; 
While carelefs Emma fleeps on beds of down. 
View me refolv’d, where-e’er thou leadft, to go, 
Friend to thy pain, and parter of ae woe ; 

Vou. iL S . For 


/ 
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For I atteft fair Venus and her fon, 
That I, of all mankind, will love but thee alone. 
HENRY. : 
Tet Prudence yet obftruét thy venturous way ; 

And take good heed, what men will think and 
fay : 

That beauteous Emma vagrant courfes took ;. 

Her father’s houfe and civil life forfook ; 

That, full of youthful bloed, and fond of man, 

She to the wood-land with an exile ran. 

Reficst, that leffen’d fame is ne’er rezain’d ; 

And virgin honour, once, is always ftain’d: 

‘Timely advis’d, the coming evil thun = 

Better not do the deed, than weep it dene. 

No penance can abfolve our guilty fame ; 

Nor tears, that wath out fn, can wafh out fhame. 

Then fly the fad effects of defperate love ; 

And leave a banith’d man through lonely woods to 
rove. | 7 

EMMA, 


Let Emma’s haplefs cafe be falfely told 
By the rafh young, or the ill-natur’d old: 
Let every tongue its various cenfures chufe ; 
Abfolve with coldnefs, or with {pite accufe :- 
Fair truth at laft her radiant beams will raife; 
And Malice vanquifh’d heightens Virtue’s praife. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight ; 
O! let my prefence makg thy travels light ; 

And 


7 
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And potent Venus fhall exalt my name, 
Above the rumours of cenforious Fame 3; 
Nor from that bufy Demon’s reftlefs powet ” 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, | 
Than that this truth fhould to the world be known, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov’d but thee alone. 


\ 


“HENRY. 


But canft thou wield the fword, and bend the bow? 
With active force repel the fturdy foe ?- 
When the loud tumult fpeaks the battle nigh, 
- And winged deaths in whiftling arrows fly 3° 
Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted ftay, 
Perform thy part, and fhare the dangerous day ? 
Then, as thy ftrength decays, thy heart will fail, 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale ; 
With fruitlefs forrow, thou, inglorious maid, 
Wilt weep thy fafety by thy love betray’d: 
Then to thy friend, by foes o’ercharg’d, deny 
Thy little ufelefs aid, and coward fy: 
Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee 

love ° | | 
A banifh’d man, condemn’d in lonely woods te 
rove. 
EMMA. 

‘With fatal certainty Thaleftris knew 
To fend the arrow from the twanging yew; 
And, great in arms, and foremoft in the war, - 
Bonduca brandifh’d high the Briti(h fpear. 

S 2 a Could 
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Could thirft of vengeance and defire of fame 
Excite the female breaft with martial flame ? 
And fhall not Love’s diviner power infpire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire? 
Near thee, miftruft not, conftant I ’ll abide, 
And fall, or vanquifh, fighting by thy fide. 
Though my inferior ftrength may not allow, 
That I fhould bear or draw the warrior bow ; 
With ready hand, I will the fhaft fupply, 
And joy to fee thy victor arrows fly. 
Touch’d in the battle by the hoftile reed, 


Should’ft thou (but Heaven avert it!) fhould’ft thou - 


bleed ; 
To ftop the wounds, my fineft lawn I ’d tear, 
Wath them with tears, and wipe them with my 
- hair ; = 
Bleft, when my dangers and my toils have fhown. 
That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 


HENRY. 


But canft thou, tender maid, canft thou fuftain 
Afflictive want, or hunger’s prefling pain ? 
Thofe limbs, in lawn and fofteft filk array’d, 
From fun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove? can they refift 
The parching dog-itar, and the bleak north-eaft? 


When, chill’d by adverfe fnows and beating rain, 


- We tread with weary iteps the longfome plain ; 


Whea 


¢ 
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When with hard toil we feek our evening food, 

Berries and acorns from the neighbouring wood ; 

And find among the cliffs no other houfe, 

But the thin covert of fome gather’d boughs ; 

Wilt thou not then reluctant fend thine eye 

Around the dreary wafle ; and weeping try 

(Though then, alas! that trial be too late) 

To find thy father’s hofpitable gate, 

And feats, where eafe and plenty brooding fate ? 

Thofe feats, whence long excluded thou muft mourn ; 

That gate, for ever barr’d to thy return: 

Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 

And hate a banifh’d man, condemn’d in woods to 
rove? | 


EMM A. 


Thy rife of fortune did I only wed, 
From it’s decline determin’d to recede; 
Did I put purpofe to embark with thee 
On the fmooth furface of a fummer’s fea; 
While gentle Zephyrs play in profperous gales, 
And: Fértune’s favour fills the fwelling fails ; 
But would forfake the fhip, and make the fhore, | 
When the winds whiftle, and the tempefts roar? 
No, Henry, no: one facred oath has tied 
Gur loves; one deftiny our life fhall guide ; 
Nor wild nor deep our common way divide. 
When from the cave thou rifeft with the day, 
To beat the woods, and roufe the bounding prey ; 
° S 3 | The 
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The cave with mofs and branches I II adorn, 

And cheerful fit, to wait my lord’s return : 

And, when thou frequent bring’ft the {mitten deer 

(For feldom, archers fay, thy arrows err), 

I'll fetch quick fuel from the neighbouring wood, 

And ftrike the fparkling flint, and drefs the food ; 

With humble duty and officious hafte, 

I ’ll cull the furtheft mead for thy repaft ; 

The,choiceft herbs I to thy board will bring, 

And draw thy water from the frefheft {pring : 

And, when at night with weary toil oppretft, 

Soft flumbers thou enjoy’ft, and wholefome reft; 

Watchful I’ll guard thee, and with midnight 
prayer | 

Weary the Gods to keep thee in their care; 

And joyous afk, at morn’s returning ray, 

If thou haft health, and I may blefs the day. 

My thoughts fhall fix, my lateft wifh depend, 

On thee, guide, guardian, kinfman, father, friend: — 

By all thefe facred names be Henry known 

To Emma’s heart; and grateful let him own, 

That fhe, of all mankind, could love but him 
alone ! 


1 HENRY. 


Vainly thou tell’ft me, what the-woman’s care « 
Shall in the wildnefs of the wood prepare : 
Thou, ere thou goeft, unhappieft of thy kind, 
Mutt Jeave the habit and the fex behind, 
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No longer fhall thy comely treffes break 
In flowing ringlets on thy fnowy neck ; 
Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 
In graceful braids with various ribbon bound ; 
No longer fhall the boddice aptly lac’d, 
From thy full bofom to thy flender waitt, 
That air.and harmony of fhape exprefs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully lefs: | 
Nor fhall thy lower garments artful plait, 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 
Arm their chafte beauties with a modeft pride, 
And double every charm they feek to hide. 
Th’ ambrofial plenty of thy fhining hair, 
Cropt off and loft, fcarce lower'than thy ear 
Shall ftand. uncouth: a horfeman’s coat fhall hide 
Thy taper fhape, and comelinefs of fide: 
The fhort-trunk-hofe fhall fhew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-fight free: - 
And, with a bolder ftride and loofer air, 
Mingled with men, a man thou muft appear. 
Nor folitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miftaken maid, fhalt thou in forefts find: : 
Tis long fince Cynthia and her train were there- 
Or guardian Gods made innocence their care. 
Vagrants and out-laws fhall offend thy view : 
For fuch muft be my friends, a hideous crew. 
By adverfe Fortune mix’d in focial ill, 
Train’d to affault, and difciplin’d to kill:- : 
Sg Their 
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Their ccmmon loves, a lewd abandon’d pack, 

The beadle’s lafh ftill flagrant on their back : 

By floth corrupted, by diforder fed, 

Made bold by want, and proftitute for bread: 

With fuch mutt Emma hunt the tedious day, 

Affi.it their violence, and divide their prey : 

With fach fhe muft return at fetting light, 

Though not partaker, witnefs of their night, 

Thy ear, inur’d to charitable founds 

And pitying love, muft feel the hateful wounds 

Of jeft obfcene and vulgar ribaldry, 

The ill-bred queition, and the lewd reply ; 

Brought by long habitude from bad to worfe, 

Muft hear the frequent oath, the direful curfe, 

That lateft weapon of the wretches’ war, 

' And blafphemy, fad comrade of defpair. 
Now, Emma, now the laft reflection make, 

What thou would’it follow, what thou mutt forfake: 

By our ill-omen’d ftars, and adverfe Heaven, 

No middle objeét to thy choice is given, 

Or yield thy virtue to attain thy love ; 

Or leave a banith’d man, condemn’d in woods to 

rove. 


EMM A. 


O grief of heart! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to fuffer what thy Honour hates : 
Mix thee amongft the bad ; or make thee run 


‘Too near the paths which Virtue bids thee fhun. 
Yet 


a 
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Yet with Henry filllete Emmago; _ 

With him abhor the vice, but fhare the woe: 

And fure my little heart can never err 

Amidft the worft; if Henry ftill be there. 

Our outward af is prompted from within ; 

And from the finner’s mind proceeds the fin: 

By her own choice free virtue is approv’d; 

Nor by the force of outward objects mov’d. 

Who has affay’d no danger, gains no praife. 
In a fmall ifle, amidft the wideft feas, 

‘Triumphant conftancy has fix’d her feat, 

In vain the Syrens fing, the tempefts beat : 
Their flattery fhe rejects, nor fears their threat. 

. For thee aloné thefe little charms I dreft: 
Condemn’d them, or abfolv’d them by thy teit. 

In comely figure rang’d my jewels fhone, . | 

Or negligently plac’d for thee alone: 

For thee again they fhall be laid afide; 

The woman, Henry, fhall put off her pride 

For thee : my cloaths, my fex, exchang’d for thee, > 
Ii! mingle with the people’s wretched lee; ! 
O line extreme of human infamy! | 
. Wanting the fciffars, with thefe hands I'll tear 

(If that obftruéts my flight) this load of hair. 
Black foot, or yellow walnut, fhall difgrace 
This little red and white of Emma’s face.- 
Thefe nails with fcratches thall deform my breaft, 


\ 


Left by my look or colour be exprefs’d 
The mark of aught high-born, orever better drefs’d. 
: . Yet 
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Yet in this tommerce, under this difguife, . 
Let me be grateful ftill to Henry’s eyes ; 

Loft to the world, tet me to him be known: 

My fate I can abfolve, if he fhall own, ‘ 
That, leaving all mankind, I love but him alone. 


HENR Y. 


O wildeft thought of an abandon’d mind! 

Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind, 

Ev’n honour dubious, thou preferr’ft to go 

Wild to the woods with me: faid Emma fo? 

Or did I dream what Emma never faid ? 

O guilty error! and O wretched maid! 

Whofe roving fancy would refolve the fame 

With him, who next fhould tempt her eafy fame; , 
And blow with empty words the fufceptible flame. 

~ Now why fhould doubtful terms thy mind perplex? 

Confefs thy frailty, and avow the fex: 

No longer loofe defire for conftant love 

Miftake; but fay, tis man with whom thon long’f 

to rove. 


' EMMA. 


Are there not poifons, racks, and flames, and 
fwords ; 
That Emma thus muft die by Henry’s words? 
Yet what could fwords or poifon, racks or flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame! . 
More fatal Henry’s words; they murder Emma’s 
fame. 


And 
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And fall thefe fayings from that gentlestongue, 
Where civil fpeech and foft perfuafion hung; 
Whofe artful fweetnefs and harmonious {train, 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
Call’d fighs, and tears, and wifhes, to its aid; 
And, whilft it Henry’s glowing flame convey’d, t 
Still blam’d the coldnefs of the Nut-brown maid? 

Let envious jealoufy and canker’d fpite 
Produce my actions to fevereft light, | 
And tax my open day, or fecret night. 

Did e’er my tongue fpeak my unguarded heart 
The leaft inclin’d to play the wanton’s part? 
Did e’er my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell? 

And haft thou, Henry, in my condué& known 

One fault, but that which I muft never own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov’d but thee alone? 


- 


~ 
HENRY. 


Vainly thou talk’ft of loving me alone: 
Each man is man ; and all our fex is one. 
Falfe are our words, and fickle is our mind: 
Nor in love’s ritual can we ever find . : 
Vows made to laft, or promifes to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empire made, 
Alike by ftrength or cunning we invade: 
When arm’d with rage we march againft the foe, 
We lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow a 
When, fir’d with paffion, we attack the fair, 
Delufive fighs and brittle vows we bear; 
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Our falhood and our arm; have equal ufe; 
As they our conqueit or delight produce. 
"The foolith heart thou gav’it, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be lefs wretch’d, be no longer true; 
What ftrives to fly thee, why fhonld’ft hou parser 
Forget the prefent flame, indulge a new; - 
Single the Jovelieft of the amorous youth; 
Atk for his vow; but hope noi for his truth. 
"The next man (and the next thou fhalt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Will kneel, implore, ‘perfift, o’ercome, and leave. 
Hence Iet thy Cupid aim his arrows right; 
Be wife and falfe, fhun trouble, feek delight; 
Change thou the firft, nor wait thy lover’s flight. 

Wry. fhould’ft thou weep?- let nature judge our 

cafe ; 

I faw thee young and fair; puxfued the chafe 
Of youth and beauty: I another faw 
Fairer and younver: yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, IT purfued 
More youth, more beauty: bleft viciffitude! 
My active heart ftill keeps its priftine flame; 
The object alter’d, the defire the fame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms; 
With prefent power compels me to her arms. 
And mich I fear, from my fubjetted mind 
({f beauty’s force to contant love can bind), 
That years raay roll, ere in her turn the majd 
Shall-weep tie fury of my love decay’d; 

: : : And 


. 
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_ And weeping follow me, as thon doft now, 
" With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildnefs of thy withes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may’ft live with her. - 
Love, well thou know’ft, no partnerfhip allows: 
Cupid averfe rejects divided vows: | 
Then from thy foolifh heart, vain maid, remove 
An ufelefs forrow, and an ill-farr’d love; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to 

rove. 


a 


E'M M A. 
Are we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur’d, and each nymph betray’d? 
Of the f{uperior fex art thou the worl? 
Am I of mine the moft compleatly curft? 
Yet let me go with thee; and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 
This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
This happy object of our different care, 
Her let me follow; her let me attend 
A fervant (fhe may fcorn the name of friend). 


‘What fhe demands, inceffant I’ll prepare: 


I’)! weave her garlands ; and I’l! plait her hair: 

My bufy diligence fhall deck her board 

(For there at leaft I may approach my lord) ; 

And, when her Henry’s fofter hours advife 

His fervant’s abfence, with dejected eyes 
Far I'll recede, and fighs forbid to rife. 


Yet, 
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Yet, when increafing grief brings flow difeafe s 
And ebbing life, on terms fevere as thefe, 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed; 
When Henry’s miftrefs fhews him Emma dead; 
Refcue my poor remains from vile negle&: 
With virgin honours let my hearfe be deckt, 
And decent emblem; and at leaft perfuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where fhe, 
With frequent eye my fepulchre may fee. 
The nymph amidft her joys may haply breathe 
One pious figh, refle&ting on my death, . 
And the fad fate which fhe may one day prove, 
Who hopes from Henry’s vows eternal love. 
And thou forfworn, thou cruel, as thou art, - 
If Emma’s image ever touch’d thy heart ;- 
Thou fure muf give one thought, and drop one tear 
To her, whom love abandon’d to-defpair ; 
To her, who, dying, on the wounded ‘tone 
Bid it in laiting characters be known, . 
That, of mankind, me lov’d but thee alone. 


HENRY. 

Hear, folemn Jove; and confcious Venus, hear ; 
And thou, bright maid, believe me whilft I {wear}; 
No time, nochange, no future flame, fhall move 
The well-plac’d bafis of my lafting love. 

O powerful virtue! O victorious fair! 
At leaft excufe a trial too fevere: ? 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 

; No 
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No banifh’d man, condemn’d-in woods to rove, 
Intreats thy pardor, and implores thy love: 

No perjur’d knight defires to quit thy arms, 
Faireft collection of thy fex’s charms, 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 

As thou may’ ft with, fhall all his life employ, — 
And found his glory in his Emma’s joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar’s heir, 
Hluftrious ear]: him terrible in war 
Let Loyre confefs, for fhe has felt his fword, 
And trembling fled before the Britith lord. 

Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows ; © 
- For the amidft his fpacious meadows flows; 

Inclines her urn upon his fatten’d lands; 

And fees his numerous herd imprint her fands. 

And thou, my fair, my dove, fhalt raife thy thought 
To greatnefs next to empire; fhall be brought 
With folemn pomp to my paternal feat; 

Where peace and plenty on thy word hall. wait. 
Mufic and fong fhall wake the marriage-day: 

And, whilft the priefts accufe the bride’s delay, . 
Myrtles and rofes fhall obftruét her way. 

Friendfhip fhall ftill thy evening feafts adorn ; 
And blooming peace fhall ever blefs thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy race fhall run, 

And age unheeded by delight come on; 
While yet fuperior love fhall mock his power: 
And when old Time fhall turn the fated hour, 
- Which 


abo POEM § OF 


Which only can our well-tied knot unfold; 

What refs of both, one fepulchre fhall hold. 
Hence then for ever from my Emma's breatt 

(That heaven of foftnefs, and that feat of ref) 

Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to move 

Yormenting grief, and all that trouble love, 

Scatter’d by winds recede, and wild in forefts rove. 


EMM A. 


O day the faireft fure that ever rofe! 

Period and end of anxious Emma’s woes! 

_ Sire of her joy, and fource of her delight; 

O! wing’d with pleafure take thy happy flight, 
And give each future morn a tinture of thy white. 

Yet tell thy votary, potent Queen of love, 

Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 

Will he be ever kind, and juft, and good? 

And is there yet no miftrefs in the wood? 

None, nene there is; the thought was rafh and vain $ 

A faife idea, and a fancy’d pain. 

Doubt fhall for ever quit my ftrengthen’d heart, 

And anxious jealoufy’s corroding fmart ; 

Nor other ininate fhall inhabit there, _ 

But foft Belief, young Joy, and pleafing Care: 
Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 

And fortune’s various gale unheeded blow. 

If at my feet the fuppliant goddefs ftands, 

And fheds her treafure with unweary’d hands; 

Her prefent favour cautious 1’ll embrace, 


And not unthankful ufe the proffer’d grace: 
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If fhe reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries her pinions, fluttering to be gone; 


‘Secure of mind, I’l] obviate her intent, 


And dnconcérn’d return the goods fhe lent. 

Nor happinefs can J, nor mifery feel, 

From any turn of her fantaftic wheel: 

Friendfhip’s great laws, and love’s fuperior powers, 
Muft mark the colour of my future hours. 


I muft my bleffings or my forrows date; 
And Henry’s will muf diétate Emma’s fate. 

Yet while with clofe delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful foul fhall hide) 


From the events which thy commands create |! 


I fee thee, lord and end of my defire, 


Exalted high as virtue can require; — 

With power invefted, and with pleafure chear’d; 
Sought by the good, by the oppreffor fear’d; 
Loaded and bleft with all the affluent ftore, 

Which human vows at {moaking fhrines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 

My life fubfervient only to thy joy; 

And at my death to blefs thy kindnefs fhown 

To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone. 


. While thus the conftant pair alternate faid, 
Joyful above them and around them play’d 
Angels and fportive loves, a numerous crowd; 
Smiling they clapt their-wings, and low they bow’d: 
They tumbled all their little quivers o’er, 
To chufe propitious fhafts, a precious ftore; 

VoL. I. T That, 
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That, when their God fhould take his future darts, 
To ftrike (however rarely). conftant hearts, 

His happy fkill might proper arms employ, 
All tipt with pleafure, and all wing’d with joy: 
And thofe, they vow’d, whofe lives fhould imitate 
Thefe lovers’ conftancy, fhould fhare their fate. 

The Queen of Beauty ftopt her bridled doves; 

Approv’d the little labour of the Loves; 

Was proud and pleas’d the mutual vow to hear; 

’ ‘And to the triumph call’d the God of war: 
Soon as fhe calls, the God 1s always near. 

Now, Mars, fhe faid, let Fame exa!t her voice: 
Nor let thy conquefts only be her choice: 
But, when fhe fings great Edward from the field 
.Return’d, the hoftile fpear and captive fhield 
In Concord’s temple hung, and Gallia taught to 

| yield: | 
And when, as prudent Saturn fhall compleat 
The years defign’d to perfect Britain’s ftate, 

The fwift-wing’d power hail take her trump agallls 
To fing her favourite Anna’s wondrous reign; 

To recolleé& unweary’d Marlborough’s toils, 

Old Rufus’ hall unequal to his fpoils; 

The Britith foldier from his high command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquith’d by his hand: 
Let her at leaft perform what I defire; 

With fecond breath the vocal brafs infpire ;. 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar ftrain, 


What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. ‘ 
| And, 
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And, when thy tumults and thy fights are paft; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are caft; 
Faithful may’ft thou, like Britifh Henry, prove: 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 
Renown’d for truth, let all thy fons appears 
And conftant Beauty fhall reward their care. 
Mars {mil’d, and bow’d: the Cyprian deity 
Turn’d to the glorious ruler of the tky ; 
Aad thou, fhe fmiling faid, great God of days 
And verfe, behold my deed, and fing my praife, 
As on the Britifh earth, my favourite ifle, 
Thy gentle rays and kindeft influence fmile, 
Through all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Proclaim with joy thefe memorable loves. 
From every annual courfe let one great day 
To celebrated {ports and floral play 
Be fet afide; and, in the fofteft lays 
Of thy poetic fons, be folemn praife 
And everlafting marks of honour paid, 
To the true Lover, and the Nut-brown maid 
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HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO 
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ON THRE 


GLORIOUS SUCCESs5 


Oo F 


HER MAJESTY’S ARMS. MDCCVI, 


WRITTEN IN IMITATION OF SPENSER’S STYLE, 


f 


“* Te non paventis funera Galliz, 

** Dureque tellus audit Iberiz : 

© Te cade gaudentes Sicambri 

** Compofitis venerantur armis.” Her, 
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W. 4 EN I firft thought of writing upon this’ 
occafion, I found the ideas fo great and numerous, 
that I judged them more proper for the warmth of 
an Ode, than for any other fort of poetry: I there- 
fore fet Horace before me for a pattern, and parti- 


cularly his famous ode, the fourth of the fourth 
book, : oe 


“* Qualem miniftrum fulminis alitem, &c.”’ 


which he wrote in praife of Drufus after his expe- 
dition into Germany, and of Auguftus upon his 
happy choice of that general. And in the follow- 
ing poem, though I have endeavoured to imitate 
all the great ftrokes of that ode, I have taken the 
liberty to go off from it, and to add varioufly, as 
the fubject and my own imagination carried me. 
As to the ftyle, the choice I made of following the 
ode in Latin determined me in Englifh to the 
ftanza; and herein it was impoffible not to have a 
mind to follow our great countryman Spenfer ; 
which I have done (as well at leaft as I could) in 
T 4 the 


268 POEM & O F 


the manner of my expreffion, and the turn of my 
number: having only added one verfe to his ftanza, 
which I thought made the number more harmo- 
nious; and avoided fuch of his words as I found 
too obfolete. I have, however, retained fome few of 
them, to make the colouring ook more like Spenfer’s. 
Lehcff, command; band, army; prowe/s, ftrength 5 
I weet, Iknow; I ween, I think; whilom, here- 
tofore; and two or three more of that kind, which 
I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not judge 
my Mufe lefs handfome, though for once fhe ap- 
pears in a farthingale. I have alfo, in Spenfer’s 
manner, ufed Cz/ar for the emperor, Boya for Ba- 
varia, Bavar for that prince, J/ter for Danube, 
dberia for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the Ode which I juft now 
mentioned, | 


‘«¢ Gens, quz cremato ar ab Ilio 
«¢ Jacta Tufcis-equoribus, &c.” 


where Horace praifes the Romans as being defcend- 
ed from Aineas, I have turned to the honour of the 
Britifh nation, defcended from Brute, likewife a 
Trojan. That this Brute, fourth or fifth from 
fEneas, fettled in England, and built London, 
which is called Troja Nova, or Troynovante, is a 
ftory which (I think) owes its orjginal, if not to 
Geofiry of Monmouth, at leaf to the Monkith 

Writers; 


, 


ee 
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writers; yet it is not rejected by our great Camden ; 
and is told by Milton, as if (at leaft) he was pleafed 
with it, though poffibly he does not believe it: — 
however it carries a poetical authority, which is 
fufficient for our purpofe. Tt is as certain that 
Brute came into England, as that A‘neas went into 
Italy ; and upon the fuppofition of thefe fads, - 
Virgil wrote the beft poem that the world ever 
read, and Spenfer paid queen Elizabeth the greatett 
compliment. | 

I need not obviate one piece of criticifm, that I 
bring my hero 


‘* From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood :” 


whereas he was not born, when that city was de- 
ftroyed. Virgil, in the cafe of his own AEneas re- 
lating to Dido, will ftand as a fufficient proof, that 
aman in his poetical capacity is not accountable 
for a little fault in chronology. 

- My two great examples, Horace and Spenfer, in 
many things refemble each other: both have a 
height of imagination, and a majefty of expreflion 
in defcribing the fublime ; and both know to 
temper thofe talents, and fweeten the defcription, 
fo as to make it lovely as well as pompous: both 
have equally that agreeable manner of mixing mo- 
rality with their ftory, and that Curiofa Felicitas 
in the choice of their diftion, which every writer 
aims at, and fo very few have reached: both are 
| | particularly , 
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particularly fine in their images, and knowing it — 
their numbers. Leaving therefore our two mafters 
to the confideration and ftudy of thofe who defign 
to excel in poetry, I only beg leave to add, tat 
it is long fince I have (or at leaft ought €O hav) 
quitted Parnaffus, and all the flowery roads On that | 
fide the country ; though I thought myfelf indif- 
penfably obliged, upon the prefent occafaon, © 
take a little journey in thofe parts. 


AN 
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I. 


\ V HEN great Auguftus govern’d ancient Rome, 
And fent his conquering bands to foreign wars; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belov’d at home, 

He faw his fame increafing with his years; 
Horace, great bard! (fo Fate ordain’d) arofe, 
And, bold as were his countrymen in fight, 
Snatch’d their fair actions from degrading profe, 
And fet their battles in eternal light: 

High as their trumpets tune his lyre he ftrung, | 
And. with ri prince’s arms he moraliz’d his fong. 


f 
| Il. 


When bright Eliza rul’d Britannia’s ftate, 
Widely diftributing her high commands, 
And boldly wife, and fortunately great, 
Freed the glad nations from tyrannic bands ; 
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An equal genius was in Spenfer found; 

To the high theme he match’d his noble lays: 
He travell’d England o’er on fairy ground, 

In myftic notes to fing his monarch’s praife: | 
Reciting wondrous truths in pleafing dreams, 
He deck’d Eliza’s head with Gloriana’s beams. 


II. 


But, greateft Anna! while thy arms purfue 
Paths of renown, and climb afcents of fame, 
Which nor Auguftus, nor Eliza knew ; 

What poet fhall be found to fing thy name? 

What numbers fhall record, what tongue fhall fay, 

Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main? 

O faireft model of imperial fway! 

What equal pen fhall write thy wondrous reign? 

Who fhall attempts and feats of arms rehearfe, 

Not yet by ftory told, nor parallel’ by verfe? 
IV, , 

Me all too mean for fuch a tafk I weet: 

Yet, if the Sovereign Lady deigns to fmile, 
I’ll follaw Horace with impetuous heat, 
And cloath the verfe in Spenfer’s native ftyle, 
By thcfe examples rightly taught to fing, 
And {mit with pleafure of my country’s praife, 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing, 
High as Olympus I my flight will raife; 

And 
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And lateft times fhall in my numbers read 
Anna’s immortal fame, and Marlborough’s hardy 
deed. 


V. , 


As the ftrong eagle in the filent wood, 
Mindlefs of warlike rage and hoftile care, 
Plays round the rocky cliff or cryftal flood, 
Till by Jove’s high behefts call’d out to war, 
And charg’d with thunder of his angry king, 
His bofom with the vengeful meffage glows; 
Upward the noble bird direéts his wing, , 
And, towering round his mafter’s earth-born foes, 
Swift he colleéts his fatal ftock of ire, 
Lifts his ferce talon high, and darts the forked fire: 
| VI. | 
Sedate and calm thus victor Marlborough fate, 
Shaded with Jaurels, in his native land, 
Till Ann& calls him from his foft retreat, 
And gives her fecond thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving {weet repofe and gentle eafe, 
With ardent fpeed he feeks the diitant foe ; 
Marching o’er hills and vales, o’er rocks and feas, 
He meditates, and ftrikes the wondrous blow. 
Our thought flies flower than our General’s fame: 
Grafps he the bolt? we afk-—-when he has hurl’d 
the flame. 
VHT. When 


$74 POEMS OF 


VII. 


' When fierce Bavar on Judoign’s fpacious plain 
Did from afar the Britith chief behold, 
Betwixt defpair, and rage, and hope, and pain, 
Something within his warring bofom roll’d: 
He views that favourite of indulgent fame, 
Whom whilom he had met on Ifter’s fhore; 
Too well, alas! the man he knows the fame, 
Whofe prowefs there repell’d the Boyan power, 
And fent them trembling through the frighted Jands, 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia’s fcatter’d fands. 


Vill. 


His former loffes he forgets to grieve ; 
Abfolves his fate, if with a kinder ray 
It now would fhine, and only give him leave 
To balance the account of Blenheim’s day. 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 
His fide ftiJl fmarting with the hunter’s fpear, 
Though deeply wounded, no-way yet difmay’d, 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war; 
In fullen fury traverfes the plain, 
To find the venturous foe, and battle him again. 


IX, 
Mifguided prince, no longer urge thy fate, 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war ; 
Fam’d in misfortune, and in ruin great, 


Confefs the force of Marlborough’s ftronger ftar. 


Thofe 


Thofe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth), 

Which thou from * Mahomet didft greatly gain, 

While, bold affertor of refiftlefs truth, 

Thy fword did godlike liberty maintain, 

Mutt from thy brow their falling honours thed, 

And their tranfplanted wreaths muft deck a worthiey 
. . head. 


X. 
Yet ceafe the ways of Providence to blame, 
And human faults with human grief confefs, 
*Tis thou art chang’d, while Heaven is ftill the fame; 
From thy ill councils date thy ill fuccefs. 
Impartial Juftice holds her equal fcales, 
- Till ftronger Virtue does the weight incline : 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails, 
He now defends the caufe that once was thine. 
Righteous the war, the champion fhall fubdue; 
For Jove’s great handmaid Power muft Jove’s decrees 
purfue. 


*. The Elector of Bavaria had formerly acquired great 
reputation by the fuccefs of his arms againft the Turks, 
Particularly in obliging them to raife the fiege of Vienna, 
after it had continued s9 days, in September 1683, with 
the lofs of feventy-five thoufand men and their baggage. 


XI. Hark? 
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XI. 

Hark! the dire trumpets found their fhrill alarms! 

Auverquerque, + branch’d from the renown’d Naf- 
{aus, 
Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 
His glorious {word with dauntlefs courage draws. 
When anxious Britain mourn’d her parting lord, 
And all of William that was mortal died ; 
The faithful hero had receiv’d his {word 
From his expiring mafter’s much-lov’d fide. 
Oft’ from its fatal ire has Louis flown, . 
Where’er great William led, or Maefe and Sambre 
run. 
—— XI. 

But brandifh’d high, in an ill-omen’d hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy jufteft fear, 
The mafter {word, difpofer of thy power: 
*Tis that which Czfar gave the Britifh peer. 
He took the gift: nor ever will I fheathe 
This fteel (fo Anna’s high behefts ordain), 
The General faid, unlefs by glorious death 
Abfolv’d, till conqueft has-confirm’d your reign. 
Returns like.thefe our miftrefs bids us make, 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take. 


+ Monfieur Auverquerque who, in the year 1704, and 
the fucceeding campaigns, was appointed to the command 
of the Dutch forces. He was in great favour with rue 
William, and prefent at his death. 


XII. An 
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XIII. 

And now fierce Gallia rushes on her foes, 
Her force augmented by the Boyan bands ; 
So Volga’s ftream, increas’d by mountain fnows, 
Rolls with new fury down through Ruffia’s lands. 
Like two great rocks againft the raging tide 
(If Virtue’s force with Nature’s we gompare), 
Unmov’d the two united chiefs abide, 
Suftain the impulfe, and receive the war. 
Round their firm fides in vain the tempeft beats ; 
And ftill the foaming wave with leffen’d power re- 

treats; 
' XIV. | a 

The rage difpers'd, the glorious pair advance, 
With mingled anger and colleéted might, 
_ To turn the war, and tell aggrefling France, 
How Britain’s fons and Britain’s friends can fights 
On conqueft fix’d, and: covetous of fame, 
Behold them rufhing through the Gallic hot: 
Through ftanding corn fo runs the fudden flame, 
Or eaftern winds along Sicilia’s coatt. 
They deal their terrors to the adverfe nation: 
Pale death attends their arms, and ghaftly defolation, 

XV. 

But whilft with fierceft ire Bellona glows ; 
And Europe rather hopes than fears her fate ; 
While Britain preffes her afflicted foes ; 
What horror eanps the ftrong, and quells the great! 

Vout. cars © ie Whence. 


oa 
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Whence look the foldier’s cheeks difmay’d and pale? 
Erft ever dreadful, know they now to dread ? 

The hoftile troops, I ween, almoft prevail ; 

And the purfuers only not recede. 

Alas! their leffen’d rage proclaims their grief ! 


For, anxious, lo! they croud around their falling — 


chief. 
) XVI 
I thank thee, Fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar > 
Let Boya’s trumpet grateful Id’s found : 
I faw him fall, their thunderbolt of war :— 
Ever to vengeance facred be the ground.— 
Vain wifh! fhort joy! the hero mounts apausy 
In greater glory, and with fuller light : 
The evening-ftar fo falls into the main, 
To rife at morn more prevalently bright.. 
He rifes fafe, * but near, too near his fide, 
A good man’s grievous lofs, a faithful fervant died 
XVII.. 
Propitious Mars! the battle is regain’d : 
- The foe with leffen’d wrath difputes the’ field : 
The Briton fights, by favouring gods fuftain’d < 
_ Freedom mutt live ; and lawlefs power muft yield. 


* At the battle of Ramillies the Duke of Marlborough 
was twice in the mof imminent danger ; once by a fal 
from his horfe, and a fecond time by a cannon fhot that 
took off the head of Colonel Bringfield as he was holding 
_ thie ftirrup fos his Grace to remount. : 

Vam 
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Vain now the tales which fabling poets tell, 
That wavering Conqueft ftill defires to rove! 
In Marlborough’s camp the goddefs knows to dwell: 
Long as the hero’s life remains her love. 
Again France flies, again the duke purfues, 
And on Ramilia’s plains he Blenheim’s fame renewa 
XVIII. 

Great thanks, O captain great ii arms! receive 
From thy triumphant country’s public voice ; 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made thofe arms her choice. 
Recording Schellenberg’s * and Blenheim’s toils, 
We dreaded left thou fhould’ft thofe toils repeat: 
We view’d the palace charg’d with Gallic {poils, 
And in thofe {poils we thought thy praife compleat. 
For never Greek we deem’d, nor Roman knight, 
In charaéters like thefe did e’er his acts indite. 

XIX. | 

Yet, mindlefs ftill of eafe, thy virtue flies 
- A pitch to old and modern times unknown: 
Thofe goodly deeds which we fo highly prize 
- Imperfe&t feem, great chief, to thee alone. 
Thofe heights, where William’s virtue might have ftaid, 
And on the fubjeét world look’d fafely down, 
By Marlborough pafs’d, the props and fteps were made, 
Sublimer yet to raife his queen’s renown: 

* Where the Duke of Marlborough gained a complete 
vidtory over 16090 Bavarians in July sy04. 
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Still gaining more, ftill flighting what he gain’d, 
Nought done the hero deem’d, while aught undon€ 
remain’d. 
XX. 

When fwift-wing’d rumour told the mighty Gaul, 
How leffen’d from the field Bavar was fled; 
He wept the fwiftnefs of the champion’s fall; 
And thus the royal treaty-breaker faid : 
And lives he yet, the great, the loft Bavar, 
Ruin to Gallia in the name of friend? 
‘Tell me, how far has fortune been fevere? 
Has the foe’s glory, or our grief, an end? 
Remains there of the fifty thoufand loft, 


To fave our threaten’d realm, or guard our fhatter’d’ 


coatt. 
XXI. 
To the clofe rock the frighten’d raven flies, 
‘Soon as the rifing eagle cuts the air: 
The fhaggy wolf unfeen and trembling lies, 
When the hoarfe roar proclaims the lion near. . 
Ill-ftarr’d did we our forts and lines forfake, 
To dare our Britifh foes to open fight: 
Our conqueft we by .ftratagem fhould make: 
Our triumph had been founded in our flight. — 
?Tis ours, by craft and by furprize to gain: 
Tis theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the plain. 
XXII. 

The ancient father of this hoftile brood, 
Their boafted Brute, undaunted {natch’d his gods 
- | From 
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From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood, 
And fix’d on filver Thames his dire abodes : 

And this be Troynovante, he faid, the feat . 
By Heaven ordain’d, my fons, your lafting place: 
Superior here to all the bolts of fate 

Live, mindful of the author of your race, 

Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor fame, 
Nor great Peleides’ arm, nor Juno’s rage could tame. 
XXIII. 

Their Tudor’s hence, and Stuart’s offspring flow: 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his fable thield, 
Talbot to Gallia’s power eternal foe, 

And Seymour, fam’d in council or in field: 
Hence Nevil, great to fettle or dethrone, 
And Drake and Ca’ndifh, terrors of the fea: 
Hence Butler’s fons, o’er land and ocean known, 
Herbert's and Churchill’s warring progeny: 
Hence the long roll which Gallia fhould conceal: 
For, oh! who vanquith’d, loves the victor’s fame to 
tell? 


~ 


XXV. 

Envy’d Britannia, fturdy as the oak, 
Which on her mountain-top fhe proudly bears, 
Eludes the ax, and fprouts againft the ftroke; 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
And as thofe teeth, which Cadmus fow’d in earth, 
Produc’d new youth, and fuarnifh’d frefh fupplies: 
So with young vigour, and fucceeding birth, 
Her loffes more than recompens’d arife 5 

U 3 And 
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And every age fhe with a race is crown’d, 
For letters more polite, in battles more renown'd; 
XXV. 

Obftinate power, whom nothing can repel ; 
Not the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel Dane, | 
Nor deep impreffion of the Norman fteel, 
Nor Europe’s force amafs’d by envious Spain. 
Nor France on univerfal fway intent, 
Oft’ breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars; _ 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken’d government) 
Their own inteftine feuds and mutual jars: 
Thofe feuds and jars, in which I trufted more, 
Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallig 

power. | 
XXVI. 

To fruitful Rheims, or fair Lutetia? s gate, 
What tidings fhall the meffenger convey? 
Shall the loud herald our fuccefs relate, 
Or mitred prieft appoint the folemn day? 
Alas! my praifes they no more muft fing; 
They to my ftatue now muft bow no more: 
Broken, repuls’d is their immortal king: 
Fallen, fallen for ever, is the Gallic power.--- 
The woman chief is mafter of the war: 
Earth, fhe has freed by arms, and aes Heaven 

by prayer. 
XXVII. 

While thus the ruin’d foe’s defpair commends 

Thy council and thy deed victorious queen, 
: What 
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What thall thy fubje&s fay, and what thy friends? 
How (fhali thy triumphs in our joy be feen? 
Oh! deign to let the eldeft of the nine | 
Recite Britannia great, and Gallia free: 
Oh! with her fitter fculptare let her join 
To raife great Anne, the monument to thee: 
To thee, of all our good the facred fpring ; 
‘To thee, our deareft dread; to thee, our fofter king. 
XXVIII. ° 
Let Europe fav’d the column high ere, 
Than Trajan’s higher, or than Antonine’s; 
Where fembling art may carve the fair effed 
And full atchtevment of thy great defigns. 
In a calm Heaven, and a ferener air, 
Sublime the queen fhall on the fummit ftand, 
From danger far, as far remov’d from fear, 
And pointing down to earth her dread command. 
. All winds, all ftorms, that threaten human woe, 
Shall fink beneath her feet, and fpread their rage 
below. 
XXIX. | 
Their fleets fhall ftrive, by winds and waters toft, 
Till the young Auftrian on Iberia’s ftrand, 
Great as Eneas on the Latian coaft, 
Shall fix his foot: and this, be this the land, — 
Great Jove, where I forever will remain, 
{The empire’s other hope fhall fay) and here 
- Wanquith’d, intomb’d I’ll lie; or, crown’d, Pilreign--. 
O virtue to thy Britifh mother dear ! 


U 4 Like 
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Like the fam’d Trojan faffer and abide ; 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 
XXX. | 

There, in eternal characters engrav’d, — 

Vigo,® and Gibraltar, and Barcelone. 

Their force deftroy’d, their privileges fav’d, 

Shall Anna’s terrors and her mercies own: 

Spain, from th’ ufurper Bourbon’s arms retriev’d, 

Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 

Numbering the wonders which that youth atchiev’d, 

Whom Anna clad in arms and fent to war; 

Whom Anna fent to claim Iberia’s throne; 

And made him more than king, in calling him her 

fon. 


XXXI.. 

There Ifther, pleas’d by Blenheim’s glorious field, 
Rolling fhall bid his eaftern waves declare | 
Germania fav’d by Britain’s ample fhield, 

And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her fpear ; 

Shall bid them mention Marlborough on that‘fhore, 
Leading his iflanders, renown’d in arms, : 
Through climes, where never Britifh chief before 
Or pitch’d his camp, or founded his alarms ; 

* Vigo was furprized by the Duke of Ormond and Sir 
George Rooke, and the galleons taken and deftroyed in 
the year 1702; Gibraltar by Sir George Rooke in 1704 ; 
and Barcelona by the Prince of Heffe and the Earl of Peter- 
borough in 3705. 
| Shall 
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Shall bid them blefs the queen, who made his ftreams, 

Glorious as thofe of Boyne, and fafe as thofe of Thames. 
| XXXII. + 

Brabantia, clad with fields, and crown’d with towers, 


‘ ‘With decent joy fhall her deliverer meet ; 


Shall own thy arms, great queen, and blefs thy powers, 
Laying the keys beneath thy fubject’s feet. 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 
Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charies reftor’d; 
With double vows fhall blefs thy happy care, 
In having drawn, and having fheath’d the {word ; 
From thefe their fifter provinces fhall know, 
How Anne fupports a friend, and how forgives a foe. 
XXXII. 

Bright. fwords, and crefted helms, and pointed fpears, 
In artful piles around the work fhall lie; 
And fhields indented deep in ancient wars, Z 
Blazon’d with figns of Gallic heraldry; 
And ftandards with diftinguith’d honours bright, 
Marks of high power and national command, 
Which Valois’ fons, and Bourbon’s bore in fight, 
Or gave to Foix’ or Montmorancy’s hand: 
Great fpoils, which Gallia muft to Britain yield, 
From Creffy’s battle fav’d, to grace Ramilia’s field. 

XXXIV. 

And, as fine art the {paces may difpofe, 
The knowiag thought and curtous eye fhall fee 
Thy emblem, gracious queen, the Britifh rofe, 
T ype of fiveet rule and gentle aa 

The 
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’ ‘The northern thiftle, whom no hoftile hand =< 
Unhurt too.rudely may provoke, I ween; 
Hibernia’s harp, device of her command, 
And parent of her mirth, fhall there be feen : 
Thy vanquith’d lillies, France, decay’d and tor» 
Shall with diforder’d pomp the lafting work ador®- 
XXXV. 

Beneath, great Queen, oh! very far beneathis 
Near to the ground, and on the humble bafe, 
'To fave herfelf from darknefs and from death, 
That Mufe defires the laft, the loweft place; 
Who, though unmeet, yet touch’d the trembling firings 
For the fair fame of Anne and Albion’s land, 
Who durft of war and martial fary fing; 
And when thy will, and when thy fubjeé’s hand» 
Had quell’d thofe wars, and bid that fury ceafe 5 
Hangs up her grateful harp to conqueft, and to peact 


HER RIGHT NAME,. 


As Nancy at her toilet fat, 

Admiring this, and blaming that s- 

Tell me, the faid; but tell me true; 

The nymph who could your heart fubdue, 
What fort of charms does fhe poffefs ?- 
Abfolve me, fair one: I'l] confefs ; 


wit 
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With pleafure I reply’d. Her hair, © 

In ringlets rather dark than fair, 

Does down her ivory bofom roll, 

And, hiding half, adorns the whole. ” 
In her high forehead’s fair half sound 

Love fits in open triumph crown’d : 

He in the dimple of her chin, 

In private ftate by friends is feen. 

Her eyes are neither black nor grey; 

Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray; 

_ Their dubious luftre feems to fhow 
Something that fpeaks nor Yes, nor No. 
Her lips no living bard I weet. 

May fay, how red, how round, how fweet; 
Old Homer only could indite, 

Their vagrant grace and foft delight: 
They ftand recorded in his book, . 
When Helen fmil'd, and Hebe fpoke--- 
The gypfy, turning to her glafs, 

Too plainly thew’d fhe knew the face; 
And which am I moft like, the faid, 
Your Cloe, or your Nut-brown Maid? 


{ 


CANTATA. 
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C A N T A Te A; 


Set by Monfieur GaLLiarD. 


RECIT. 


Beneatu a verdant laurel’s ample fhade, 
His lyre to mournful numbers ftrung, 

_ Horace, immortal bard, fupinely laid, 

To Venus thus addrefs’d the fong: 
Ten thoufand little loves around, 
Liftening, dwelt on every found, 


. ’ ARIET, 
Potent Venus, bid thy fon 
Sound no more his dire alarms, 
Youth on filent wings is flown: 
Graver years come rolling on, 
Spare my age, unfit for arms: 
Safe and humble let me reft, 
From all amorous care releas’d. 
Potent Venus, bid thy fon 
Sound no more his dire alarms, 


Recir. 
Yet Venus, why do I each morn prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe’s hair ? 
Why do I all day lament and figh, 
Unlefs the beauteous maid be nigh? 
And why all night purfue her in my dreams, 
Through flowry meads and cryftal ftreams? 


Recit. 
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Recir. 
Thus fung the Bard; and thus the Goddefs fpoke: 
Submiffive bow to Love’s imperious yoke: 
Every ftate, and every age, 
Shall own my rule, and fear my rage: 
Compell’d by me, thy Mufe thall prove, 
That all the world was born to love. 
_ARIET 
Bid thy deftin’d lyre difcover 
‘ _ Soft defire and gentle pain: 
Often praife, and always love her : 
Through her ear, her heart obtain. » 
Verfe fhall pleafe, and fighs fhall move her; 
Cupid does with Phoebus reign. 


Ee 
LINES wrirren in an OVID:;* 


Ovi is the fureft guide, 
You can name, to fhew the way 
To any woman, maid or bride, . 


Who refolves to go aftray. : 
A TRUE 


* Tranflated from the following Madrigal of Gilbert, 
fur Art d’Aimer de Ovide. 
APHILIS. 
Cette lecture eft fans egale, 
Ce livre eft un petet dedale, 
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A TRUE M AT D. 


No, no; for my vifginity, 
When I lofe that, fays Rofe, Ill die: . 
Behind the elms, laft night, cry’d Dick, 
Rofe, were you not extremely fick ? 


AN OT H ER 


Ts N months after Florimel happen’d to wed, 

And was brought in a laudable manner to bed: 

She warbled her groans with fo charming a voice, 

That one half of the parifh was ftun’d with the noife 3 

But when Florimel deign’d to lie privately in, 

Ten months before fhe and her {poufe were a-kin, 

She chofe with fuch prudence her pangs to conceals 

That her nurfe, nay her midwife, fcarce heard her 
once {queal. 


Ou l’efprit prend plaifir d’errer, 
Philis, fuiveg Jes pas d’Ovide, - 
C’eft le plus agreable guide, 


Qu’on peut choifir pour s"egarer, 
é Learn, 


Learn, hufbands, from hence, for the peace of your | 


lives, 
‘That maids make not half {uch a tumult, as wives. 


A 


REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 


O w his death-bed poor Lubin lies; 
His {poufe is in defpair: — 

With frequent fobs, and mutual cries, 
They both exprefs their care. 


A different caufe, fays parfon Sly, 
The fame effect may give: 

Poor Lubin fears, that he fhall die ; 
His wife, that he may live. 


“n 


eros ee EET a ET 
A N O T H E R, 


F ROM her own native France as old Alifan paft, 
She reproach’d Englifh Nell with negleé& or with 
malice, 
That the flattern had left in the hurry and hafte, 
Her lady’s complection, and eye-brows at Calais. 
AN Q- 
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A N OT H E R. 


H ER eye-brow-box one morning loft, 
(‘The beft of folks are ofteneft croft) 

' Sad Helen thus to Jenny faid, 
Her carelefs but afflicted maid ; 
Put me to bed then, wretched Jane ; 
Alas! when fhall I rife again ? 
I can behold no mortal now: 
For what’s an eye without a brow. 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT: 


I N a dark corner of the hovfe 

Poor Helen fits, and fobs and cries; | 
She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 

Nor her more dear, PicQueET-allies: ° 
Unlefs fhe find her eye-brows, 

She’ll e’en weep out her eyes. 


ON | 


f 
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Oo N 


THE SAME SUBJECT. 


H ELEN was juft flipt into bed : 
Her eye-brows on the toilet lay : 

Away the Kitten with them fted, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 


For this misfortune carelefs Jane, 
Affure yourfelf was loudly rated : 

And madam getting up again, | 
With her own hand the moufe-trap baited, 


On little things, as fages write, 
Depends our human joy, or forrow: 

If we don’t catch a moufe to-night, 
Alas! no eye-brows for to-morrow. 


Vou, I. P.4 | PHIL. 
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P HILtULtI S’S A G E. 


H OW old may Phillis be, you afk, 
Whofe beauty thus all hearts engages ? 
To anfwer is no eafy tafk : 
For fhe has really two ages. 


Stiff in brocard, and pinch’d in ftays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on; 
All day let Envy view her face ; 
And Phillis is but twenty-one. 


Paint, patches, jewels laid afide, 
‘At night aftronomers agree, 

The evening has the day bely’d;' 
And Phillis is fome forty-three.. 


FO R- 
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FORMA BONUM FRAGILE, 


Wu AT a frail thing is beauty, fays baron Le 
Cras, . 
Perceiving his miftrefs had one eye of glafs: 
And fcarcely had he fpoke it ; 
When fhe more confus’d as more angry fhe grew, 
By a negligent rage prov’d the maxim toé true: 
She dropt the eye, and broke it. 


A 
CRITICAL MOMENT, 
H OW capricious were Nature and Art to poor 


Nell ? 
She was painting her cheeks at the time her nofe fell. 


E P I G R A M. 


WRITTEN TO THE DUKE DE NOALLES. 


Vari N the concern which you exprefs, 
That uncall’d Alard will poffefs 

Your houfe and coach, both day and night, 
And that Macbeth was haunted lefs 

By Banquo’s reftlefs {pright. 


With fifteen thoufand pound a year. 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 
An ill, you may foon retrieve? 
Good Alard, faith, 1s modefter 

By much, than you believe. 


Lend him but fifty touts’ p’or; 

And you fhall never fee him more: 
Take the advice; PROBATUM EST. 

Why do the gods indulge our ftore, 
But to fecure our reft? . 


E PI- 


ee ee ee 3 Sz 
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EPILOoOoGoMUéeésE 
T #O 
PHEDRA anv HIPPOLITUS.* 


B Y 


MR. EDMUND SMITH. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. OLDFIELD, WHO ACTED 
ISMENA, . 


L ADIES, to-night your pity I implore 
For one, who never troubled you before 5 

An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phaedra {peak ; 


* This excellent tragedy, although performed by Bet- 
terton, Booth, Mrs. Barry, and Mrs. Oldfield, met with but 
avery cold reception from the publick on its firft appearance. 
In the Speétator, No. 18, Mr. Addifon fays—** would one 
‘¢ think it was poffible (at a time when an author lived 
*¢ that was able to write the Phaedra and Hippolitus) fora 
‘* people to be fo ftupidly fond of the Italian opera, as 
‘** foarce to give a third day’s hearing to that admirable 
** tragedy.”” ‘The prologue to it was written by Mr. Ad- 
difon. 


X 3 : And 
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And comes to town to let us moderns know, 
How women lov’d two thoufand years ago. 
If that be all, faid I, even burn your play: 
I’gad! we know all that, as well as. they: 
Show us the youthful, handfome charioteer. 
Firm in his feat, and running his career ; 
Our fovls would kindle with as generous flames, 
As e’er infpir’d the ancient Grecian Dames: 
Every Ifmena would refign her breaft ; 
And every dear Hippolitus be blef. 
But, as itis, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are even as ¢ood, as any two of theirs; 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot: John can drive. 
Now of the buitle you have feen to-day, 
And Phedra’s morals in this fcholar’s play, 
Something at leaft in juftice fhould be faid: 
But this Hippolitus fo fills one’s head 
Well! Phzdra liv’d as chaftly as the could; 
For fhe was father Jove’s own flefh and blood, 
Her aukward love indeed was odly fated ; 
She and her Poly were too near related : 
And yet that fcruple had been laid afide, 
If honeft Thefeus had but fairly died : 
But when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters ftood insratu quo? 


‘There was no harm, you fee, or grant.there were; 


She might want conduct ; but he wanted care. 


TT wag 


a - 2 
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*T was in a hufband little lefs than rude, 
Upon his wife’s retirement to intrude 
He fhould have fent a night or two before, 
That he would come exact at fuch an hour 3 
Then he had turn’d all tragedy to jeft ; 
Found every thing contribate to his ret ; 
The prcquer-friend difmifs’d, the coaft all clear, 
And fpoufe alone impatient for her dear. 
But if thefe gay refleGtions come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phedra from her fate ; 
If your more ferious judgment muft condema 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame: 
Yet, ye chafte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care : 
My fpotlefs flames to your protection take ; 
And {pare poor Phadra for Ifmena’s fake. 
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EPtILOGuUéE 


T oO 
LUCIUS* « TRAGEDY.’ 
B Y . | 

MRS. DE LA RIVIERE MANLEY. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. HORTON. 


T HE female author who recites to-day, | 
Trufts to her fex the merit of her play. 

Like father Bayes fecurely fhe fits down: 

Pit, box, and gallery, gad! all’s our own. 

In ancient Greece, fhe fays, when Sappho writ, 
Ry their applaufe the critics fhow’d their wit, | 
They tun’d their voices to her Lyric ftring ; 

Though they could all do fomething more than fing. 

Lut ene exception to this fa&t we find ; _ 


"Tirat booby Phaon only was unkind, 
An ill-bred boat-man, rough as waves and wind. 


* This play was aéted at Drury-lane, in 1717, with 
fuccefs. In the dedication to Sir Richard Steele, whe wrote 
a prologue to it, the author apologizes for the feverity of 
her foriasr writings againit hip. 

. From 
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From Sappho down through all fucceeding ages, 
And now on French, or on Italian ftages, 

Rough fatyrs, fly remarks, ill-natur’d f{peeches, 
Are alway aim’d at poets that wear breeches. 
Arm’d with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man © 
Drew a fharp pen upon a naked woman. 

The bluftering bully in our neighbouring ftreets 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearlefs the petticoat contemns his frowns : 

The hoop fecure whatever it furrounds. 

The many-colour’d gentry there above, 

By turns are rul’d by tumult, and by love: 

And while their {weet-hearts their attention fix, 
Sufpend the din of their damn’d clattering fticks, 
Now, Sirs 
To you our author makes her foft requett. 

Who fpeak the kindeft, and who write the bef, 
Your syMPATHETIC hearts fhe hopes to move, 
From tender friendfhip, and endearing love. 

If Petrarch’s Mufe did Laura’s wit rehearfe ; 

And Cowley flatter’d dear Orinda’s verfe; 

She hopes from you—Pox take her hopes and fears; 
I plead her fex’s claim ; what matters her’s ? 

By our full power of beauty we think fit. 

To damn the satrque law impos’d on wit : 

We'll try the empire you fo long have boafted ; 
And if we are not prais’d, we ’ll not be toafted. 
Approve what one of us prefents to-night; 
Or every mostal woman here fhall write : 


Rural 
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We ’ll write to you, and make you write in rhime; 
Female remarks fhall take up all your time. 

Your time, poor fouls! we’ Il take your very money; 
Female third days fhall come fo quick upon ye. 

As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath, 

We ’il look, or write, or talk you all to death. 
Unlefs you yield for better and for worfe: 


Rural, pathetic, narrative, fublime, 


Then the She-Pegafus fhall gain the courfe ; 
And the grey mare will prove the better horfe. 


T HE 
THIEF anv trHoe CORDELIER, 
A 


B A L L AD. 


TO THE TUNE OF KING JOHN, AND THB 
ABBOT OF CANTERBURY. 


Wau O has e’er been at Paris, muft needs know 
the Greve, 
The fatal retreat of th’ unfortunate brave: 
Where honour and juftice moft odly contribute, 
To eafe hero’s pains by a halter and gibbet, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
There 
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30$ 

There death breaks the fhackles, which force had 
put on; 

And the hangman compleats, what the judge but 
begun : 

There the ’fquire of the pad, and the knight of the 

| pot, | 

F ind their pains no more balk’d, and their hopes no 

more croft. 


Derry down, &c. 


Great claims are there made, and great fecrets are 
known ; 

And the king, and the law, ana the thief has his own; 

But my hearers cry out; what a deuce dof thon ail? 

Cut off thy reflections ; and give us thy tale. 


Derry down, &c. 


*Twas there then, in civil refpec&t to harth laws, 

' And for want of falfe witnefs, to back a bad caufe, 
A Norman, though late, was obliged to appear : 
And whro to affift, but a grave Cordelier? 


Derry down, &c. 
The *Sguitre, whofe good grace was to open the fcene, 
Seem’d not in great hafte, that the fhow fhould begin: 


Now fitted the halter, now travers’d the cart ; 
And often took leave; but was loth to depart. 


Derry down, &c. 


What 
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What fzightens you thus, my good fon? fays the 
prieft : 
You murder’d, are forry, and have been confeft. 
O father! my forrow will {carce fave my bacon: 
For ’twas not that I murder’d, but that I was taken. 
Derry down, &c. 


Pugh! pr’ythee never trouble thy head with fuch 
fancies : 
Rely on the aid you fhall have from Saint Francis : 
If the money you promis’d be brought to the cheit, 
You have only to die: let the church do the reft. 
Derry down, &c. 


And what will folks fay, if they fee you afraid; 

It refle€ts upon me; as I knew not my trade: 

Courage, Friend ; to-day is your period of forrow? 

And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 
Derry down, &c. 


To-morrow? our hero reply’d in a fright : 
He that’s hang’d before noon, ought to think of to- 
night. 
Tell your beads, quoth the prieft, and be fairly 
trufs’d up, 
For you furely to-night fhall in Paradife fup. 
Derry down, &c. 


Alas! quoth the Squire, howe’er fumptuous the treat, 


ParBLeu, I fhall have little fiomach to eat ; 
I fhould therefore eiteem it great favour and grace; 
Would you be fo kind, as to go in my place. 
Derry down, &c. 
| That 
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That I would, quoth the father, and thank you to 
boot ; 
But our actions, you know, with our duty mutt fuir. 
The feaft, I propos’d to you, I cannot tafie; 
For this night, by our order, is mark’d for a fait. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then turning abont to the hangman, he faid ;. 
Difpatch me, I pr’ythec, this troublefome blade : 
For thy cord, and my cord both egually tie; 
And we live by the gold for which other men die. 
Derry down, &c. 


A N 
-E P I T A P &, 


Stet quicunque volet potens 


Aule culmine lubrico, &e. Seneca. 


Inrearv beneath this marble ftone, 
Lie fauntering Jack, and idle Joan, 
While rolling threefcore years and one 
Did round this globe their courfes run; 
If human things went ill or well; 

if changing empires rofe or fell : 
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The morning paft, the evening came, 
And found this couple itill the fame. 


They walk’d and eat, good folks: what then ? 


Why then they walk’d and eat again : 

They foundly flept the night away : 

They juft did nothing all the day : 

And having bury’d children four, 

Would not take pains to try for more : 

Nor fifter either had, nor brother; 

They feem’d juft tally’d for each other. 
Their moral and economy 

Mott perfectly they made agree : 

Each virtue kept its proper bound, 

Nor trefpafs’d on the others ground. 

Nor fame, nor cenfure they regarded: 

They neither punifh’d, nor rewarded. 

He car’d not what the footmen did : 

Her maids fhe neither prais’d, nor chid: 

_ So every fervant took his courfe : 

And bad at firft, they all grew worfe. 

Slothful diforder fill’d his ftable; 

And fluttifh plenty deck‘d her table. 

Their beer was ftrong; their wine was Port t 


Their meal was large ; their grace was fhort. 


They gave the poor the remnant meat, 
Juft when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and parifh rate ; 
And took, but read not the receipt: 
For which they claim their Sunday’s due, 
Of flumbering in an upper pew. 


— i ee es see 
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No man’s defects fought they to know; 
So never made themfelves a foe. 

No man’s good deeds did they commend ; 
So never rais’d themfelves a friend. 

Nor cherifh’d they relations poor : 

That might decreafe their prefent ftore : 
Nor barn nor houfe did they repair : 
That might oblige their future heir. 

They neither added, nor confounded : © 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 
Each Chriftmas they accompts did clear, 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear, nor {mile did they employ 
At news of public grief, or joy. 

When bells were rung, and bonfires made ; 
If-afk’d, they never deny’d their aid: 
Their jug was to the ringers carry’d ; 
Whoever either dy’d, or marry’d. 

Their billet at the fire was found ; 
Whoever was depos’d, or crown’d. 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wife ; 
They would not learn, nor could advife : 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 

‘Fhey led—a kind of—as it were : 
Nor wifh’d, nor car’d, nor laugh’d, nor cry’d 
And fo they liv’d, and fo they dy’d. 


357 
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H O R A C EF, 


LIB. Il. EPIST. IX. 


Septimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus, 
Quanti me facias: &c. 


IMITATED. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE MR. HARLEY. * 


D EAR Dick, + however it comes into his head, 
Believes as firmly as he does his creed, 

That you and J, Sir, are extremely great ; 
Though I plain Mat, you MINISTER OF STATE: 
One word from me, without al] doubt, he fays, 
Would fix his fortune in fome little place. 

Thus better than myfelf, it feems, he knows, 
How far my intereft with my patron goes? 


* Robert Harley, Efq; afterwards Earl of Oxford and 


Mortimer. 
+ This was Richard Shelton, E!q; one of the interlo- 


cutors in the poem of Alma. Mr. Prior in his will ftiles 
him his dear friend and companion. 


And 


M PRIOR. 
And anfwering all objeCtions I can make, 
Still plunges deeper in his dear miftake. 


From this wild fancy, Sir, there may proceed 
One’ wilder yet, which I forefee, and dread; _ 


‘That I, in fa&, a real intereft have, 


Which to my own advantage I would fave, _ 
And, with the ufual courtier’s trick, intend 


To ferve myfelf, forgetful of my friend. 
To fhun this cenfure, Tall fhame lay by ; 
And make my reafon with his will comply ; 
Hoping for my excufe, twill be confeft, 
That of two evils I have chofe the leaft. 
So, Sir, with this epiftolary fcroll, 
Receive the partner of imy inmoft foul : 
Him you will find in letters, and in laws 
Not unexpert, firm to his country’s caufe, 
Warm in the glorious intereft you purfue, 
And, in'one word, a good man and a true. 


ON 
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EF oO 


M R. HOA RL OE Y,.. 


wo wu. Nips eS BixX 
G Users ¢ AR D® 


ab ipfo 
Ducit opes animumape ferro. Hor. 
ar 
: : 8 &. tae 
In one great Now, {Mpariar {9 am Ager 
The full extremes of Natére’s force we: and :: 
How heavenly virtue can exalt ; or rage, . 
Infernal, now ge the human saps 


® Antoine De. Guitars had. been Abbot De Racivan near: 


~ +e 2 & 


gate difpofition, he committed offences which obliged him: 


toofly from his country. He afterwards entered into the 
army, and was made colonel ef a regiment of horfe, and 
lieutenant general, with penfions botk from England and 
Holland.. He afterwards, to:make his peace with France, 
became a {py on-the Englifh court ;. was difcovered, and 
taken before the council to be examined, when in a fit of 
madnefs and defpair he {tabbed Mr. Harley with. a pen- 
knife which he had fecreted. He was immediately fecured, 


but died in Newgate a few days after, of fome wounds he 


received in the fcuflle. A very particular account of this 
tranfaétion by Dean Swift and Mrs. Manley is priniee in 


tle Supplement to the formexs works.. 
i. While 


me We deen ose - oo 
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: Ir. 
While the-fierce monk does at his trial ftand ; 
‘He chews revenge, abjuring his offence 3 
Guile in his tongue, and. murder in his hand, 
He ftabs his judge to prove his innocence. 
Ill. 
The guilty ftroke and torture of the fteel 
Infix’d, our dauntlefs Britan fcarce perceives: 
The wounds his country from his death muft feel, 
The Patriot views ; for thofe alone he — 


ly. 
The barbarous rage that durft attempt thy life, 


Harley, great counfellor, extends thy fame : 
And the fharp point of cruel Guifcard’s knife, 
In brafs and marble carves thy deathlefs names 4 
Faithful affertor of ‘thy country’s caufe, _ 
Britain with tears thall bathe thy glorious wound ; , 
She for thy fafety fhall enlarge her laws)" *: 
And in her ftatutes fhall thy worth be found. ' « 


VI. 
Yet ’midft her fighs fhe triumphs, on the hand 


Reflecting, that diffus’d the publick woe; '*'! 
A ftranger to her altars, and her land : | 
No fon of her’s could meditate this blow. ° 


» . VIL 
Mean time thy pain is graetous Anna’s care: © 


Our queen, our faint, with facrificing breath © 
Softens thy anguifh: in her powerful prayer 
She pleads thy fervice, and forbids thy death, 
Y2 VIII. Great 
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VII. 
Great as thou art, thou canft demand no rhore, 
O breaft bewail’d by earth, preferv’d OY heaven £ 
No higher can afpiring virtue foar : 
Enough to thee of gnief,. and fame is given. 


— 

A WN ; 
EXTEMPORE INVITATION 
7 © T H'‘E* 

EARL OF -OxXF ORD, 


LORD arcu TREASURER, MDCCXIL 


M ¥: LOR By 


O UR weekly Friends to-morrow meet 

At Matthew’s palace, in Duke-ftreet, 

To try for once, if they can dine 

On bacon-ham, and mutton-chine : 

If weary’d with the great affairs, 

Which Britain trufts to Harley’s cares, 

Thow, humble ftatefman, may’ ft defcend, 

Thy mind one moment to uabend 5 

To fee thy fervant from his fowk 

Crown with thy health the f, prightly bowl : 

Among the guefts, which e’er my houfe 

Receiv’d, it never can produce : 

Of honour 2‘more glorieus proof-—— 

Though Dorfet us’d to blefs the roof. 
,¢ » eee 2 ERLE 


a rn ——————$ 
a —, 
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ERLE ROBERT’S MICE. 
TI WN 


CHAUCER’S STYLE. 


"Tw AY mice, fall blythe and amicable, 
Batten befide Erle Robert’s tab'e. 
Lies there ne trap their necks to catch, 


‘Ne old black cat their fteps to watch, 


Their fill they eat of fowl and fith ; 
Feaft lyche as heart of moufe mote with. 
As guefts fat jovial at the board, 
Forth leap’d our mice: eftfoons the lord 
‘Of Boling, whilome John the Saint, 
Who maketh oft propos full queint, 
Laugh’d jocund, and aloud he cry’d, 
To Matthew feated on t’ oth’ fide ; 
To thee, lean bard, it doth partain 
To underftand thefe creatures tweine. 
Come frame us now fome clean device, 
Or playfant rhime on yonder mice: : Pike, 
Y 3 They 
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They feem, Ged fhield me, Mat. and Charles, * 

. Bad as Sir Topaz, or {quire Quarles + 

(Matthew did for the nonce reply) 

Atemblem, or device am I: 

But could I chaunt, or rhyme, pardie, 

Clear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee: 

Ne verfe from me (fo God me fhrjve) 

On moufe, or other beaft alive, 

Certes, I have thefe many days 

Sent myne poetic herd to graze, 

Ne armed knight ydrad in war 

With lyon fierce will I compare : 

Ne judge unjuft, with furred fox, 

Harming in fecret guife the flocks ; 

Ne prieft unworth of goddefs coat, 

To {wine ydrunk, or filthy ftoat. 

Elk fimile farewell for aye, 

From elephant, I trow, to flea, 
Reply’d the friendlike. peer, I weene, 

Matthew is angred on the fpleen. 

Ne fo, quoth Mat, ne fhall be e’er, 

With wit that falleth all fo fair: 

Eftfoons, well weet ye, mine intent 

Boweth to your commaundement, 

If by thefe creatures ye have feen, 

Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew been, 

Behoveth neet to wreck my brain, 

The reft in order to explain. 


* Charles Mountague, Earl of Halifax. 


+ Francis Quarles. That 
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That cup-board, where the mice difport, 
XZ liken to St. * Stephen’s Court: 
"Therein is {pace enough, I trow, 
For elke comrade to come and goe: 
And therein eke may both be fed 
With fhiver of the wheaten bread. 
And when, as thefe mine eyen furvey, 
They ceafe to hip, and fqueak and plays 
Return they may to different cells, 
Auditing one, whilft t’other tells. _ 
Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whofe mind, 
In bounteous deed no mean can bind; 
Now as I hope to grow devout, 
. I deem this matter well made out. 


Let that be wrought which Mat. doth fay : 
Yea, quoth the Erue, but not to-day. 


Laugh I, whilft thus I ferious pray? } 


* Exchequer. 


V4 IN 
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IN THE SAME STILE, 


Fut oft doth Mar. with Topaz dine, 
Eateth baked meats, drinketh Greek wine; 
But Topaz his own werke rehearfeth; __ 
And Mat. mote praife what Topaz verfeth. 
Now fure as prieft did e’er thrive finner, 
Full hardly earneth Mat. his dinner. 


IN T-HE SAME STILE, | 


F AIR Sufan did her wif-hede well menteine: 
Algates affaulted fore by Letchours tweine : 
Now, and I read aright that auncient fong, 
Old were the paramours, the dame full yong, 
Had thilke fame tale in other guife been tolde ; 


Had they been young (pardie) and fhe been olde: 


That, by St. Kit, had wrought much forer tryal ; 
Full merveillous, I wote, were fwilk denyal. 


—— ha A Re 


A 
F L O W E R 
PAINTED BY 


SIMON VERELST*. 


| VW HEN famed VERELST this little wonder 


drew ; 
Flora vouchfaf’d the growing work to view : 


* Simon Verelft, a Flemifh painter, born at Antwerp. 
He fettled in England, and became very celebrated for 
painting fruits and flowers, and received greater fums for 
his performances than had ever been paid before for the 
like kind in London. Mr. Pilkington fays, “* as to his 
¢© flower and fruit fubjects, he handled them in a charm- 
«< ing manner, and gave them force and relief by a judi- 
«© cious-management of the chiaro fcuro. He painted his 


" & objects with great truth and refemblance of nature, and 


s¢ his colouring was frefh, but as to his portraits they 
** were not much to his honour, though he finifhed them 
s¢ as highly as he did his flowers, which-he always took 
s< care to introduce in every portrait.” He died 1710, aged 
46. See PiLKINGTON’s DICTIONARY OF PAINTERS, 


- 667. 
4 : Finding 
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Finding the painter’s fcience at a ftand, 

The goddefs fnatch’d the pencil from his hand; 
And finifhing the piece, fhe fmiling faid : 
Behold one work of mine, that ne’er fhall fade. 


TO THE. 

LADY ELIZABETH HARLBY, 
§ IN CB 
MARCHIONESS OF CARMARTHEN, 
on A 


COLUMN OF HER DRAWING 


| W HEN future ages fhall with wonder view 


‘Thefe glorious lines, which Harley’s daugh- 
ter drew; 
They fhall confefs, that Britain could not raife 
A fairer column to the father’s praife. 


PR O- 


; 
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PROTOGEN ES 


A N OD 


‘ 


APELLE §&. 


W HEN poets wrote, and painters drew, 
As nature pointed out the view: 

Ere Gothic forms were known in Greece, 
To fpoil the well-proportion’d Piece : 
And in our verfe ere Monkifh rhimes 
Had jangl’d their fantaftick chimes : 

Ere on the flowery lands of Rhodes 

Thofe knights had fix’d their dull abodes, 
Who knew not much to paint or write, 
Nor car’d to ptay, nor dar’d to fight: 
Protogenes, hiftorians note, 

Liv’d there, a burgefs fcot and lot; 

And, as old Pliny’s * writings fhow, 
Apelles did the fame at Co. 


® See C. Plinii, Nat. Hilt, lib. xxxv. cap. x. vol. itt. 
p. 134. ed. 1669. 
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Agreed thefe points of time and place, 

‘Proceed we in the prefent cafe. 
Picqu’d by Protogenes’s fame, 

From Co to Rhodes Apelles came ; 

To fee a rival and a friend, 

Prepar’d to cenfure, or commend, — 

Here to abfolve, and there object, 

As art with candour might direét. 

He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings : 

His fervants follow with the things : 

Appears the governante of th’ houfe : 

For fuch in Greece were much in ufe: 

If young or handfome, yea or no, 

Concerns not me, or thee to know, 
Does ’fquire Protogenes live here ? 

Yes, fir, fays the, with gracious air, 

And court’fey low ; but juft call’d out 

By lords peculiarly devout ; 

Who came on purpofe, fir, to borrow 

Our Venus, for the feaft to-morrow. 

To grace the church: ’tis Venus’ day : 

I hope, fir, you intend to ftay, 

To fee our Venus: ’tis the piece 

The moft renown’d-throughout all Greece, 

So like the original, they fay: 

But I have no great fkill that ways 

But, fir, at fix ("tis now paft three) 

Dromo muft make my mafter’s tea ; 
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At fix, fir, if you pleafe to come, 
You'll find my mafter, fir, at home. 

Tea, fays acritic, big with laughter, 
Was found fame twenty ages after ; 
Authors, before they write, fhould read. 
"Tis very true; but we’ll proceed. 

And, fir, at prefent would you pleafe 
To leave your name——Fair maiden, yes. 
Reach me that board. No fooner fpoke | 
But done. With one judicious ftroke, 

On the plain ground Apelles drew 

A circle regularly true; 

And will you pleafe, fweet- heart, faid he, 
To fhew your mafter this from me ? 

By it he prefently will know, 

How painters write their names at Co. 

He gave the pannel to the maid. _ 
Smiling and court’fing, fir, fhe faid, 

I fhall not fail to tell my mafter : 

And, fir, for fear of all difafter, 

¥°ll keep it my ownfelf: fafe bind, 

Says the old proverb, and fafe find. 

So, fir, as fure as key or lock 
Your fervant, fir—at fix a clock. 

Again at fix Apelles came ;_ 
Found the fame prating civil dame, 
Sir, that my mafter has been here, 
~ ‘Will. by the board itfelf appeare 


lf 
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If from the perfeét line he found, 
He has prefum’d to fwell the round, © 
Or colours on the draught to lay ; 
Tis thus (he ordered me to fay) 
Thus write the painters of this ifle : 
Let thofe of Co remark the ftile. | 
She faid; and to’his hand reftor’d 
The rival pledge, the miffive board. 
Upon the happy line were laid 
Such obvious light, and eafy fhade 3 
That Paris’ apple ftood confef, 

Or Leda’s egg, or Cloe’s breatt. 
Apelles view’d the finifh’d piece : 
And live, faid he, the arts of Greece !? 

How e’er Protogenes and I 
May in our rival talents vie ; 


How e’er our works may have exprefs’d 


Who trueft drew, or colour’d bef ; 
When he beheld my flowing line ; 
He found at leaft I could defign : 
And from his artful round, I grant, 
That he with perfect fkill can paint. 
The dulleft genius cannot fail 
To find the moral of my tale: 
That the diftinguifh’d part of men. 
With compafs, pencil, fword, or pen, 
Should in life’s vifit leave their name, 
In characters, which may proclaim, 


d 


That 


. 
1. a oe a] ine lie ae a a 
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That they with ardour ftrove to raife 

At once their arts, and country’s praife ; 
And in their working took great care, 
That all was full, and round, and fair. 


wary We ae Te a PE 


fos, 
DEMOCRAT Ug 3 


A ‘ No: i eee in 


+ & 


HER ACLIFUS. 


* 


D EMOCRITUS, dear droll, revifit earth, 

Aad with out follies glut thy heyghten’d mirth: - 

Sad Heraclitus, ferious wretch, return, 

In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 

Between you both I unconcern’d ftand by : 

Hurt, can I laugh ? and honeft, need I cry » 4 
-_ : : BaP Se, age: BE BAe ea Bea 
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FOR MY OWN 


T O M.B S-T ON E. 


To live: alas! one moment fets us even. 


T O me ’twas giv’n to die: to thee ’tis given 
-Mark ! how impartial is the will of Heaven? — 


*GUALTERUS DANISTONUS 
a ie OsOLe: 


D UM ftudeo fungi fallentis munere vitz, 
Adfe&toque viam fedibus Elyfiis, 
Arétoa florens Sophia, Samiifque fuperbus 
Difcipulis, animas morte carere cano. 
Has 


“e’ Thefe verfes were written by Dr. Archibald Pitcairne, 
a celebrated Scotch phyfician, who died in the year 1713. 
Walter 
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Has ego corporibus profugas ad fidera mitto; 
Sideraque ingreffis otia blanda dico ; 
Qualia conveniunt divis, queis fata volebant 
Vitai faciles molliter ire vias : 
Vinaque Ccelicolis media inter gaudia, libo; 
Et me quid majus fufptcor effe viro. 
Sed fuerint nulli forfan, quos fpondeo, ceeli ; 
Nullague fint Ditis numina, nulla Jovis: 
Fabula fit terris agitur quz vita relittis ; 
Quique faperftes, homo ; qui nihil, efto Deus. 
Attamen effe hilares, & inanes mittere curas 
Proderit, ac vite commoditate frui, 
Et feftos agitaffe dies, xvique “fugacis 
‘Tempora perpetuis detinuiffe jocis. 


} 


Walter Danifton was a fchoolmafter and Latin pcet, very 
intimate with the author, The title, as given by Mr. 
Prior, is here retained, although in Dr. Pitcarne’s works, 
printed at Edinburgh, 1727, it is intirely different, as are 
the firft four lines of the poem. It does not with certai:ty 
appear whether the alterations were made by the author, or 


“by his imitator. In the before-mentioned edition the poem 
begins in this manner ; 


Joannis Syivirde feipfo carmen. . 
Dum brevis adnitor momentum fallere vite, — 
Er Somniaterni non nimis efle memor; 
Demonftro. que fit Sophie natura, quis hofpes 
Pectoris ; atque animas ; offe perire neg». 


Vou. I. Z His 
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His me parentum preceptis occupet Orcus,- 
Et Mors; feu Divum, feu nihil effe velit; 
Nam Sophia ars illa eft, quz fallere fuaviter horas: 
Admonet,. atque Orci non timuiffé minas.. 


IMITATE D. 


Sr UDIOUS. the bufy moments to deceive,. 
That fleet between the cradle and the grave, 

I credit what the Grecian dictates fay, 

And Samian founds o’er Scotia’s hills convey, 
When mortal man refigns his tranfient breath, 
The body only I give o’erto death; _ 

The parts diffolv’d, .and broken frame I mourn ; 
What came from earth, I fee to earth return, 
The immaterial! part, the zthereak foul, 

Nor can change vanquith, nor can death controul 
Glad I releafe it from its partner’s cares; 7 
And bid good angels waft it to the ftars. 

Then in the flowing bowl I drown thofe fighs, 
Which, fpight of wifdom, from our weaknefs rife.. 
The draught to the dead’s memory I commend, 
And offer to the now immortal friend.. 


But 


ae ee Es EE 


— op. Wi eee 


But if oppos’d to what my thoughts approve, 

Nor Pluto’s rage there be, nor power of Jove 3 
On its dark fide if thou the profpec take ; 

Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe’s lake: 

In total death fuppofe the mortal lie, 

No new hereafter, nar a future fky : 

Yet bear thy lot content! yet ceafe to grieve: 
Why, ere death comes, doft thou forbear to live ? 
The little time thou haft, ’twixt inftant now 
And fate’s approach, is all the gods allow: 

And of this little haft thou ought to {pare 

To fad reflection, and corroding eare ? Z 
The moments paft, if thou art wife, retrieve 
With pleafant memory of the blifs they gave. 
The pleafant hours in prefent mirth employ, . 
And bribe the futute with the hopés of joy, 

The future (few or more, howe’er they be) 

Were deftin’d erft; nor can by fate’s decree ~ ; 
Be now cut off, betwixt the grave and thee. 


22 THE 
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T H B&B- 
FIRST HYMN 
Oo F 
CALLIMACHU S&S 
Tr O 


JUPITER 


Wut LE we to Jove fele&t the holy victim, 
Whom apter fhall we fing, than Jove himfelf, 

The God for ever great, for ever king ; 

Who flew the earth-born race, and meafures right 
To Heaven’s great habitants? Diétzan hear’ft thou 
More joyful, or Lyczan, long difpute 


And various thought has trac’d. On Ida’s Mount, 


‘Or Diéte, ftudious of his country’s praife, 
The Cretan boafts thy natal place: but oft 
He meets reproof deferv’d: for he prefumptuous 


Has built a tomb for thee, who never know’ft 
To 
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To die, but liv’ft the fame to-day and ever. 
Arcadian therefore be thy birth: Great Rhea 
Pregnant to high Parrhafia’s cliffs retir’d, 
And wild Lyczus, black with fhading pines : 
Holy retreat ! Sithence no female hither, 
Confcious vf focial love and nature’s rites, 
Mouft dare approach, from the inferior reptile 
To woman, form divine. ‘There the blef parent 
Ungirt her fpacious bofom, and difcharg’d 
The ponderous birth: fhe fought a neighbouring 
{pring 
‘To wath the recent babe: in vain: Arcadia, 
{However ftreamy) now aduft and dry. 
Deny’d the goddefs water; where deep Melas, 
And rocky Cratis flow, the chariot fmoak’d, 
Obfcure with rifing duf: the thirfty traveller 
In vain requir’d the current, then imprifon’d 
In fubterraneous caverns: forefts grew 
Upon the barren hollows, high o’erfhading 
The haunts of favage beafts, where now Iaon, 
And Erimanth incline their friendly grns. 

Thou too, O Earth, great Rhea faid, bring forth ; 
And fhort fhall be thy pangs. She faid; and high 
She rear’d her arm, and with her fceptre ftruck 
The yawning cliff: from its difparted height 
Adown the mount the gufhing torrent ran, 

And chear’d the vallies: there the heavenly mother 
Z 3 Bath’d, 


330 POEMS OF 


Bath’d, mighty king, thy tender limbs: the wrapt 
them 
In purple bands: fhe gave the precious pledge 
To prudent Neda, charging her to guard thee, 
Careful and fecret: Neda, of the nymphs 
That tended the great birth, next Philyre 
And Styx, the eldeft. Smiling, fhe receiv’d thee, — 
And confcious of the grace, abfolv’d her truf : 
Not unrewarded ; fince the river bore 
The favourite virgin’s name ; fair Neda rowls 
By Lerpion’s ancient walls, a fruitful ftream. 
Faft by her flowery banks the fons of Arcas, 
Favourites of Heaven, with happy care protect 
Their fleecy charge; and joyous drink her wave, 
Thee, God, to Cnoflus Neda brought; the 
nymphs 
And Corybantes thee their facred charge 
Receiv’d: Adraite rock’d thy golden cradle : 
The goat, now bright amidf her fellow ftars, 
Kind Amalthea, reach’d her teat diftent 
With milk, thy early food: the fedulous bee 2 
Diitill’d her honey on thy purple lips. 
Around, the fierce Curetes (order folemn 
To thy foreknowing mother!) trod tumultuous 
Their myftic dance, and chang’d their founding 
arms ; 
Jnduftrious with the warlike din to quell 
Thy infant cries and mock the ear of Saturn, 
Swift 
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‘Swift growth and wondefous grace, O heavenly Jove, 
Waited thy blooming years: inventive wit, 
And perfect judgment crown’d thy youthful aé&. 
‘That Saturn’s fons receiv’d the three-fold empire 
‘Of Heaven, of ocean, and deep hell beneath, 
A\s the dark urn and chance of lot determin’d, 
‘Old poets mention, fabling. Things of moment 
Well nigh equivalent and neighbouring value 
By lot are parted: but high Heaven, thy hare, 
Un equal balance laid ’gainft fea or hell, 
Flings pp the adverfe fcale, and fhuns proportion. 
Wherefore not chance, but power, above thy bre- 
_ thren 

Exalted thee, their king. When thy great will 
:Commands thy chariot forth ; impetuous ftrength, — 
And fiery fwiftnefs wing the rapid wheels, 
Inceffant; high the eagle flies before thee. 
And oh! as I and mine confult thy augur, 
Grant the glad omen ; let thy favourite rife 
Propitious, ever foaring from the right. 

Thou to the leffler Gods haft well affign’d 
Their proper fhares of power : thy own, great Jove, 
Boundlefs and univerfal. Thofe who labour 
‘The fweaty forge, who edge the crooked fcythe, 
Bend ftubborn fteel, and harden gleening armour, 
Acknowledge Vulcan’s aid. The early hunter 
Bleffes Diana’s hand ; who leads him fafe 
O’er hanging cliffs ; who fpreads his net fuccefsful, 

Z 4 And 
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And guides the arrow through the panther’s heart. 

The foldier from fuccefsful camps returning 

Wirth laurel wreath’d, and rich with hoftile fpoil, 

Severs the bull to Mars. The fkilful bard, 

Striking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 

‘To make his hero and himfelf immortal. 

'Thofe, mighty Jove, mean time, thy glorious care, 

Who model nations, publifh laws, announce 

Or life or death, and found or change the empire. 

Man owns the power of kings; and kings of Jove. 
And, as their actions tend fubordinate 

To what thy will defigns, thou giv’ft the means 

Proportion’d to the work; thou fee’ft impartial, 

How they thofe means imploy. Each monarch rules 

His different realm, accountable to thee, 

Great Ruler of the world: Thefe only have 

To fpeak and be obey’d ; to thofe are given 

Affiftant days to ripen the defign ; 

To fome whole months; revolving years to fome: 

Others, ill-fated are condemn’d to toil 

Their tedious life, and mourn their purpofe blafted 

With fruitlefs a&, and impotence of council. 
Hail! greateft fon of Saturn, wife difpofer 

Of every good: thy praife what man yet born 

Has fung ? or who that may be born fhall fing? 

Again, and often hail! indulge our prayer, 

Great father! grant us virtue, grant us wealth: 


For without virtue, wealth to man avails not; 
An 


a 3 


_— 
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And virtue without wealth exerts lefs power, 


And lefs diffufes good. ‘Then grant us, gracious, 
Virtue and wealth; for both are of thy gift. 


\ 


T HE 
SECOND HYMN 
Oo F 


CALLIMACHU S 


A P O L L oO. 


H AH! how the laurel, great Apollo’s trees 

And all the cavern fhakes ! far off, far off, 

The man that is unhallow’d: for the God, 

The God approaches. Hark ! he knocks; the gates 

Feel the glad impulfe: and the fever’d bars 

Submiffive clink againft their brazen portals. 

Why do the Delian palms incline their boughs, 
Self 
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Self-mov’d: and hovering fwans, their throats 
~ releas’d, : 


From native filence, carol founds harmonious? 
Begin, young men, the hymn: let all your harps 
Break their inglorious filence; and the dance, 
In myftic numbers trod, explain the mufic. 
But firft by ardent prayer, and clear luftration 
Purge the contagious fpots of human weaknefs: 
Impure n») mortal can behold Apollo, 
So may ye flourifh favour’d by the God, 
¥n youth with happy nuptials, and in age 
‘With filver hairs, and fair defcent of children; 
So lay foundations for afpiring cities, 
And blefs your fpreading colonies’ in¢reafe. 
Pay facred reverence to Apollo’s fong; 
Left wrathful the far-fhooting God emit 
His fatal arrows. Silent Nature ftands; 
And feas fubfide, obedient to the found 
Of Id, 16 Pean! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewail her lov’d Achilles’ death: 
For Phoebus was his foe. Nor miuft fad Niobe . 
In fruitlefs forrow perfevere, or weep | 
Ev’n throagh the Phrygian marble. Haplefs mo- 
ther ! 
Whofe fondnefs could compare her mortal off- 
{pring 
To thofe which fair Latona bore to Jove. 


fo! again repeat ye, I) Pean! 
| Againg 
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Againft the deity tis hard to ftrive, 
He that refifts the power of Ptelemy, 
Refifts the power of heaven, for power from 
heaven 
Derives; and monarchs rule by Gods appointed 
Recite Apollo’s praife, till night draws on, 
The ditty ftill unfinifh’d ; and the day 
Unequal to the godhead’s attributes 
Various, and matter copious of your fongs. 
Sublime at Jove’s right hand Apollo fits, 
And thence diftributes honour, gracious king, 
And theme of verfe perpetual. From his robe 
Flows light ineffable: his harp, his quiver, 
And Liétian bow are gold: with golden fandals 
His feet are fhod; how rich! how beautiful ! 
Beneath his fteps the yellow mineral rifes ; 
And earth reveals her treafures. Youth and beauty 
Eternal deck his cheek; from his fair head 
Perfumes diftil their fweets; and chearful Health, 
His dutious handmaid, through the air improv’d, 
With lavith hand diffufes fcents ambrofial. 
The fpear-man’s arm by thee, great God, - di- 
rected, 
Sends forth a certain wound. The laurel’d bard, 
Infpir’d by thee, compofes verfe immortal. 
Taught by thy art divine, the fage phyfician 
filudes the urn; and chains, or exiles death. 


The 
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Thee, Nomian we adore; for that from Heaven 

Defcending, thou on fair Amphryfus’ banks 

Did guard Admetus’s herds. Sithence the cow 

Produc’d an ampler ftore of milk; the fhe-goat 

Not without pain dragg’d her diftended udder; 

And ewes, that erft brought forth but fingle lambs, 

Now dropp’d their two-fold burthens. Bleft the 
cattle, 

On which Apollo caft his favouring eye! 

But, Phebus, thou to man beneficent, 

Delight’ft in building cities. Bright Diana, 

Kind fifter to thy infant-deity 

New-wean’d, and juft arifing from the cradle. 

Brought hunted wild goats heads, and branching 
antlers 

Of Stags, the fruit and honor of her toil. 

Thefe with difcerning hand thou knew’ft to range, 

(Young as thou waft) and in the well-fram’d models, 

With emblematic fkill, and myftic order, 

Thou fhew’dft, where towers or battlements fhould 
rife ; 

Where gates fhould open ; or where walls fhonld 


compafs : 

While from thy childith paftime man received, 
The future ftrength, and ornament of nations. 
Battus, our great progenitor, now touch’d 
The Libyan ftrand ; when the foreboding crow 
Flew on the right before the people, marking 

The country deftin’d the aufpicious feat 


Of 
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Of future kings, and favour of the God, . 
Whofe oath is fure, and promife ftands eternal. 

Or Boedromian hear’it thou pleas’d, or Clarian, 
Pheebus, great king? for different are thy names, 
As thy kind hand has founded many cities, 

Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man. 
Carnean let me call thee! for my country 

Calls thee Carnean: the fair colony 

Thrice by thy gracious guidance was tranfported, 
Ere fettl’d in Cyrene; there w’ appointed | 
Thy annual feafts, kind God, and blefs thy altars 
Smoaking with hecatombs of flaughter’d bulls ; 
As Carnus, thy high- prieft and favour’d friend, 
Had erft ordain’d ; and with myfterious rites, 

Our great forefathers taught their fons to worfhip. 
Io Carnean Pheebus! I& Pean! 

The yellow crocus there, and fair narciffus 
Referve the honours of the winter-ftore, 

“To deck thy temple; ’till returning {pring 

Diffufes nature’s various pride ; and flowers 

Innumerable, by the foft fouth-weft 

Open’d; and gather’d by religious hands, 

Rebound their fweets from th’ odoriferous pavement. 

Perpetual fires fhine hallow’d on thy altars, 

When annual the Carnean feaft is held: 

The warlike Libyans clad in armour, lead 

The dance; with clanging {words and fhields ney 
beat 


The 


438 POEMS Of 


The dreadful meafure: in the chorus join 

Their women, brown but beautiful: fuch rite$ 

To thee well pleafing. Nor had yet thy votaries, 

From Greece tranfplanted, touch’d Cyrene’s banks; 

And lands determin’d for their laft abodes ; 

But wander’d through Azilis’ horrid foreft 

Difpers’d; when from Myrtufa’s craggy brow, 

Fond of the maid, aufpicious to the city, 

Which mutft hereafter bear her favour’d name, 

Thou gracious deign’ft to let the fair one view 

Her typic people ; thou with pleafure taught’ft her 

To draw the bow, to flay the fhaggy lion, 

And ftop the fpreading ruin of the plains. 

Happy the nymph, who honour’d by thy paffion, 

Was aided by thy power! the monftrous Python 

Durft tempt thy wrath in vain: for dead he fell; 

To thy great ftrength, and golden arms unequal, 
Id! while thy unerring hand elanc’d 

Another, and another dart; the people 

Joyfully repeated 16! 16 Pean! 

Elance the dart, Apollo: for the fafety, 

And health of man, gracious thy mother bore thee. 
Envy thy lateft foe fuggefted thus: 

Like thee I am power immortal ; therefore 

To thee dare fpeak. How canft thou favour partial - 

Thofe poets who write little? Vaft and great 

Is what I love: the far-extended ocean 

To a finall rivulet I perfer. Apollo 

Spurn’d Envy with his foot; and thus the God: 

Dzmon 


Dzmon, the head-long current of Euphrates, 
Affyrian river, copious runs, but muddy; 
And carries forward with his-ftupid force 
Polluting dirt; his torrent ftill augmentiag, 
His wave ftill more defil’d; mean while the nymphe 
Meliffan, facred and reclufe to Ceres, 
Studious to have their offerings well receiv’d, 
And fit for Heavenly ufe, from little urns 
Pour ftreams felect, and purity of waters. 

I6! Apollo, mighty king, let Envy 
Ill-judging and verbofe, from Lethe’s lake, 
Draw tuns unmeafureable ; while thy favour 
Adminifters to my ambitious thirft 
The wholefome draught from Aganippe’s {pring 
Genuine, and with foft murmurs gently rilling 
Adown the, mountains where thy daughters haunt» 
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PAR APH RAS E 
ON THE 


THIRTEENTH CHAPTFR OF THE FIRST EPISTLE 
TO THE CORINTHIANS. 


D ID {weeter founds adorn my flowing tongue, 
‘Than ever man pronounc’d, or angel fung: 
Had J all knowledge, human and divine, 
That thought can reach, or fcience can define ; 
And had I power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the fpeeches of the babling earth ; 
Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breaft infpire, 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire; 
Or had I faith like that which Ifrzel faw 
When Mofes gave them miracles, and law: 
Yet gracious Charity, indulgent gueft, 
Were not thy power exerted in my breaft ; 
Thofe fpeeches would fend up unheeded prayer: 
That fcorn of life would be but wild defpair: 
A tymbal’s found were better than my voice, 
My faith were form: my eloquence were noife. 

| Charity, 
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Charity, decent, modeft, eafy, kind, 

Softens the high, and rears the abjeé&t mind ; 

Knows with juft reins, and gentle hand to guide, 

Betwixt vile fhame, and arbitrary pride, 

Not foon provok’d, the eafily forgives ; 

And much fhe fuffers, as fhe much believes. 

Soft peace fhe brings, where-ever fhe arrives : 

She builds our quiet, as fhe forms our lives ; 

Lays the rough paths of peevith Nature even : 

And opens in each heart a little Heaven. 

- Each other gift, which God on ‘man beftows, 

It’s proper bound, and due reftrition knows ; 

To one fixt purpofe dedicates it’s power; 

And, fmifhing it’s a, exifts no more. 

Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees, . 
Knowledge fhall fail, and Prophecy fhall ceafe ; 
But lafting Charity’s more ample fway, 

Nor bound by time, nor fubjet to decay, 

In happy triumph fhall for ever live, | 

And endlefs good diffufe, and endlefs praife receive, 
» As through the artiit’s intervening glafs, 

Our eye obferves the diftant planets pafs ; ° 

A little we difcover; but allow, 

That more remains unfeen, than art can fhow - 

So whilft our mind its knowledge would improve 
{Its feeble eye intent on things above) 

High as we may, we lift our reafon up, 

By Faith dire€ted, and confirm’d b 


y Hope: 
Vou. f, Aa 


Yet 
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Yet are we able only to furvey 
Dawninys of beams, and promifes of day. 
Heaven’s fuller efluence niocks our dazl’d fight; 
Too great its {wiftnefs, and too ftrong its light. 
But foon the mediate clouds fhall be difpell’d : 
The fun fhall foon be face to face beheld, 
In all his robes with all his glory on, 
Seated fublime on his meridian throne. 
Then conftant Faith, and holy Hope thall die, 
One loft in certainty, arid one in joy: 
Whilft thou, more happy power, fair Charity, 
Triumphant fifter, greateft of the three, 
Thy office, and. thy nature ftill the fame, 
Lafting thy lamp, and unconfum’d thy flame, 
Shalt ftill furvive 7 
Shalt ftand before the hoft of Heaven confef, 
For ever bleffing, amd for ever bleft. 


EN- 
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ENGRAVEN ona COLUMN 
IN THE 

CHURCH of HALSTEAD tn ESSEX. 
| er _ | | | 


SPIRE OF WHICH, BURNT DOWN BY LIGHTNING, 


WAS REBUILT AT THE EXPENCE OF 
” 


MR SAMUEL FISKE, 


MDCCXVII, * 


Vi EW not this {pire by meafure given 
To buildings rais’d by common hands: _ 
That fabric rifes high as Heaven, 
Whole Basis on devotion ftands. 


While yet we draw this vital breath, 
We can our Faith and Hope declare : 
But Charity beyond our death 
Will ever in our works appear. 
'Aaz Bef 


® The (pire of this church was burnt by lightning in 
Aptil 1701, when, to prevent the flames from fpreading, 
the fupporters of the fteeple were fawn afunder, ‘and the 
whole 
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Beft be he call’d among good men, 
Who to his God this column rais’d : 
Though lightning ftrike the dome * again: 
The man, who built it, fhall be prais’d. 


whole fell into the church-yard. To record the liberality 
of Mr. Fitke, the following infcription, probably written 
by Mr. Prior, is fixed on the fouth fide of the chancel, on 
a large fheet of copper framed with wood. 


JOHN MORLEY 


To the memory of his 
good friend and neighbour 
dedicates this plate, 
Obiit Apr. 21, 1718, xt. 64. 
Samuel Fifke, 
By defcent a gentleman, 
By profeffion an apothecary. 
In his practice 
honet, knowing, fuccefsful. 
In his life 
pious, juft, and charitable. 
The riches he acquired he ufed 
as the means of doing good. 
A friend to the public, a father to the poor, 
A great benefactor to this town of Halftead, 
More particularly : 
the fpire of this church, burnt down by 
lightning, he rebuilt at his own expence. 
Anno 1717. 


* This hath fince atually happened. It hath a fecond 
time been deftroyed by lightning, and rebuilt about 1765. 
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Yet fpires and towers in duft fhall lie, 
The weak effort of human pains ; . 

And Faith and Hope themfelves fhall die ; 
While deathlefs charity remains. 


WRITTEN IN 
MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS, 
GIVEN T O THE 
DUKE or SHREWSBURY 1Nn FRANCE, 


AFTER THE PEACE, MDCCXIII. 


Dicrare, 0 mighty judge, what thou haft feen 
Of cities, and of courts, of books, and men; 
And deign to let thy fervant hold the pen, | 


Through ages thus I may prefume to live; 
And from the tranfcript of thy profe receive, 
What my own fhort-lived verfe can never give. 


Thus fhall fair Britain with a gracious fmile — 
Accept the work; and the inftructed ifle, 
For more than treaties made, fhall blefs my toil. 


Aa 3 Nor 


bad 
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Nor longer hence the Gallic ftyle prefers? d, 

Wifdom in Englith IDIOM thall be “heard ; 

While Talbot tells the world, where Montatene 
err’d. 


A N 
EPtIS8 TLE, 
DESIRING THE 
QUEEN’S PICTURE. 
WRITTEN AT PARIS, MDCCXIV. 


BUT LEFT UNFINISHED, BY THE SUDDEN NEWS 
OF HER MAJESTY’S DEATH. 


Tu E train of equipage and pomp of ftate, 
The fhining fide-board, and the burnifh’d plate, 
Let other minifters, great Anne, require ; ; 
And partial fall thy gift to their defire, 
To the fair portrait of my fovereign dame. 
To that alone, eternal be my claim. 

My bright defender, and my dread delight, 
If ever I found favour in thy fight : 
If all the pains that for thy Britain’s fake 
My paft has took, or future life may take, — 

Be 
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Be grateful to my Queen: permit my prayer, 
And with this gift reward my total care. | 
Will thy indulgent hand, fair faint, allow 
The boon? ard will thy ear accept the vow ? 
‘That in defpite of age, of impious flame, 
And eating Time, thy picture like thy fame 
Entire may laft; that as their eyes furvey 
The femblant fhade, men yet unborn may fay, 
“Thus great, thus gracious look’d Britannia’s queen; 
Her brow thus fmootk, her look was thus ferene ; 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The mighty emprefs gave her high command, 
That he to hoftile camps, and kings fhould hatte, 
To {peak her vengeance, as their danger, pat; 
To fay, the wills detefted wars to ceafe ; 
She checks her conqueft, for her fubjeés eafe ; 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace. 

Thee, gracious Anne, thee prefent I adore, 
Thee, Queen of peace—If Time and Fate have power 
Higher to raife the glories of thy reign ; 

In words fublimer, and a nobler ftrain, 

May future bards the mighty theme rehearfe, 
Here, Stator Jove, and Pheebus king of verfe, 
The votive tablet I fufpend * * * * 


Aa4 A L- 


A L M A: | 


OR, THE 
PROGRESS OF THE MIND. 
ton 
THREE CANTO, 

Tirle yirws, 4 Wivie “ive, % mivle +) prndiv 


Title yap i& hal yur isk TL yoy: ever. 
Incert. ap. Stobeum. 


——— 
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C A N T O I. 


Marra E W * met Richard +, when or where 
From ftory is not mighty clear, ~ 
Of many knotty points they fpoke ; 
And pro and con by turns they took. 
Rats half the manufcript have eat: 
Dire hunger! which we ftill regret. 
O! may they ne’er again digeft. 
The horrors of fo fad a feaft ! 
Yet lefs our grief, if what remains, 
Dear Jacob §, by thy care and pains 
Shall be to future times convey’d, 
It thus begins: 
ee ‘Here Matthew faid : 
Alma in verfe, in profe the Mind, 
By Ariftotle’s pen defin’d, 
Throughout the body fquat or tall, 
Is, BONA FIDE, all in all. 


* The author him{clf. + Mr. Shelton. 
§ Tonfon, 


And, 
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And yet, flap-dath, is all again 


In every finew, nerve, and vein: 
Runs here and there, hke Hamlet’s chofts 
While every where fhe rules the roait. 
This system, Richard, we are told, 
The men ef Oxtord firmly hold, 
The Cambridge wits, you know, deny 
With 1pse— pixiT to comply. 
hey fay (for in good truth they fpeak 
With {mall refpect of that old Greek), 
That, putting all his words together, 
*Tis three blue beans in one blue bladder. 
Alma, they ftrenuouily maintain, 
Sits cock-horfe on her throne the brain; 
And from that feat of thought difpenfes 
Hes fovereign pleafure to the fenfes. 
Two optic nesves, they fay, fhe ties, 
Like fpectacles, acrofs the eyes ; 
By which the fpirits. bring her word, 
Whence’er the balls are fix’d or ftirr’d, 
How quick at park and play they ftrike ; 
The duke they court; the toaft they like; 
And at St. James’s turn their grace 
From fcrmer friends now out cf place. 
Without thefe aids, to be more ferious, 


Her power, they hold, had been precarious: 


‘The eyes micht have confpir’d her ruin; 
And fhe not known what they were doing. 


Foolith 


ee ee ae: = « aac rtesR 
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Foolifh it had been, and unkind, 

That they fhould fee, and the be blind. 
Wife nature likewife, they fuppofe, 
Has drawn two conduits down our nofe: 

Could Alma elfe with judgment tell, 

When cabbage ftinks, or rofes {mell ? 

Or who would afk for her opinion 

Between an oyiter and an onion? 

For from moit bodies, Dick, you know, 

Some little bits afk leave to flow ; 

And, as through thefe canals they roll, 

Bring up a fample of the whole ; 

Like footmen running before coaches, 

To tell the Inn, what Lord approaches. 
By nerves about our palate plac’d, 

She likewife judges of the tafe, - 

Elfe (difmal thought!) our warlike men 

Might drink thick Poit for fine Champagne; _ 

And our ill-judging wives and daughters 

Miftake fmall-becr for citron-waters. 
Hence too, that fhe might better hear, 

She fets a drum at cither ear; 

And, loud or gentle, harhh or fweet, 

Are but th’ alarums which they beat. 
Laft, to enjoy her fenfe of feeling 

(A thing fhe much delights to deal in), 

A thoufand little nerves fhe fends 

Quite to our toes, and fingers’ ends ; 


And 
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And thefe in gratitude again 
Return their fpirjts to the brain ; 
In which their figure being printed 
(As juft before, I: think, L hinted), 
Alma inform’d can try the cafe, 
As the had been upon the place, 

Thus, while the judge gives different journies 
To country counfel and. attornies, 
He on the bench in quiet fits, 
Deciding, as they bring their writs. | 
The Pope thus prays and fleeps at Rome, 
And very feldom ftirs from home : 
Yet, fending forth his holy fpies, 
And having heard what they advife, 
He rules the church’s bleft dominions, 
And fets mens faith by his opinions. 

The fcholars of the Stagyrite, 
Who for the old opinion fight, 
Would make their modern friends confefs 
The difference but from more to lefs. 
The mind, fay they, while you fuftain  - 
- 'To hold her ftation in the brain; 
You grant, at leaft, the is extended : 
Erco the whole difpute is ended. 
For till to-morrow should you plead, 
From form and ftructure of the head ; 
The mind as vifibly is feen . 
Extended through the whole machine. 


why 


~~ 


a Og 


es 


Why fhould all honour. then be ta’en 
From lower parts:to-load the brain ;. 
When other limbs we plainly fee, 
Each in his way, as brifk as he? 
For mufic, grant the head receive. it $ 
It is the artifts hand: that gave it ;: 
And, though the fkull: may wear the laurel, 
The foldier’s arm fuftains the quarrel.. 
Befides, the noftrils, ears, and eyes, 
Are not his parts, but his alltes ; 
Ev’n what you hear the tongue proclaim. 
Comes aB ORIGINE from them. 
What could the head. perform alone, 
If all their friendly aids were gone ? 
A foolith figure he muft make ; 
Do nothing elfe-but fleep and ake. 

Nor matters it, that you can fhow 
How to the head the fpirits go ; 
Thofe fpirits ftarted from fome goal, , 
Before they through the veins could rolf. 
Now, we fhould hold them much to blame, 
If they went back, before they came. 

If therefore, as we muft fuppofe, 
They came from fingers, and from toes ; 
Or toes, or fingers, in this cafe, 
Of Num-scutu’s felf fhould take the place: 
Difputing fair, you grant thus much, 
That all fenfation is but touch. 

Dip 
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Dip but your toes into cold water, 
Their correfpondent teeth will chatter: 
And, ftrike the bottom of your feet, 
You fet your head into a heat. 
The bully beat, and happy lover, 
Confefs, that feeling lies all over. 
Note here, Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our youth may learn from Creech) | 
That eyes were made, but could not view; 
Nor hands embrace, nor feet purfue : 
But heedlefs Nature did produce 
The members firft, and then the ufe. 
What cach muft act was yet unknown, 
Vill all is moved by Chance alone. 
A man firft builds a country-feat; 
Then finds the walls not good to eat. 
Another plants, and wondering fees 
Nor books nor medals on the trees. 
Yet Poet and Philofopher 
Was he, who durft fuch whims aver. 
Bieft, for his fake, be human reafon, 
That came at all, though late in feafon. 
But no man fure ere left his houfe, 
And faddled Ball with thoughts fo wild, 
To bring a midwife to his fpoufe, 
Before he knew fhe was with child. 
And no man ever reapt his corn, 
Or from the oven drew his bread, 
Ere hinds and bakers yet were born, 
That taught them both to fow and knead. 


Before 
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Before they ’re afk’d, can maids refufe ? 

Can—Pray, fays Dick, hold in your Mufe. 

While you Pindaric truths rehearfe, 

She hobbles in ALTERNATE verfe, 

Verfe ! Mat reply’d ; is that my care? 

Go on, quoth Richard, foft and fair. - 

This looks, friend Dick, as Nature had 

But exercis’d the saLESMAN’s trade; 

As if fhe haply had fet down, 

And cut-out cloaths for all the town: 

Then fent them out to Monmouth-ftreet, 

To try, what perfons they would fit ; 

But every free and licenc’d taylor 

Would in this THeEs1s find a failure. 

Should whims like thefe his head perplex, 

How could lie work for either fex; 

His cloaths, as atoms might prevail, 

Might fit a pifmire, or a whale. 

No, no; he views with ftudious pleafure 

Your fhape, before he takes your meafure. 

For real Kate he made the boddice, 

And not for an 1pEaL goddefs. 

No error near his fhop-board lurk’d: 

He knew the folks for whom he work’d; 

Still to their fize he aim’d his fkill: 

Elfe, pr’ythee, who would pay his bill ? 
Next, Dick, if chance herfelf thould vary, 

Obferve, how matters would mifcarry : 

Vou. I. Bb Acrofs 


q5t POEMS O'F 


Acrofs your eyes, friend place your fhoes < 
Your fpectacles. upon yeur toes : 
Then you and Memmius fhall agree, 
How nicely men would welk, or fee. 
But wifdom, peevith and crofs-grain’d, 
Mutt be oppos’d, tobe fuftain’d. 
And ftill your knowledge will increafe,. 
As you make other people’s lefs. 
In arms and {cience ’tis the fame: 
Our rival’s hurts create our fame. 
At Faubert’s,. if difputes. drife 
Among the champions for the prize ; 
"l'o prove who gave.the fairer butt, 
John fhews the chalk on Robert’s coat. 
So, for the honour of your book, 
It tells where other: folks miftook ; 
And, as their notions you confound, 
Thofe you invent get farther ground, 
The commentators on old Ari- 
fotle (’tis urg’d) in judgment vary =: 
They to their own conceits have brought 
The image of his general thought $ 
Juft as the melancholic eye’ 
Sees fleets and armies in. the fky ; 
And to the poor apprentice ear 


The bells found, ** Whittington lord mayor.’” 


The conjuror thus explains his scHEME 5 
Thus fpirits walk, and prophets dream 3. 
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North Britons thus have seconp-s1GHT ; 
And Germans, free from Bann net, fight. 
Theodoret and Origen, 
And fifty other learned men, - ) . 
Atteft, that, if their comments find 
The traces of their mafter’s mind, 
Alma can ne’er decay nor die: 
This flatly t’ other fect deny ; 
Simplicius, Theophraft, Durand, 
Great names, but hard in verfe to ftand. 
They wonder men fhould have miftook 
The renets of their mafter’s book ; 
And hold, that Alma yields her breath, 
O’ercome by Age, and feiz’d by Death. 
Now which were wife? and which were fools ? 
Poor Alma fits between two ftools : 
The more fhe reads, the more perplext ; 
The comment ruining the text : 
Now fears, now hopes, her doubtful fate 
But, Richard; let her look to that— 
Whilft we our own affairs purfue. 
Thefe different systems, old or new, — 
A man with half an eye may fee, 
Were only form’d to difagree. 
Now, to bring things to fair conclufion, = 
And fave much Chriftian ink’s effufion ; 
Let me propofe an healing scHEME, ~ 
And fail anong the middle ftream : 
Bbz For, 
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For, Dick, if we could reconcile 
Old Ariftotle with Gaffendus ; 
How many would admire our toil! 
And yet how few would comprehend us! 
Here, Richard, let my scHEME commence = 
Oh ! may my words be lof in fenfe! 


While pleas’d. Thalia deigns to write betas 


The flips and bounds of Alma’s flight. 
My. fimple system fhall fuppofe, 

That Alma enters at the toes; - 

That then fhe mounts by juft degrees 

Up to the ancles, legs, and knees ; 

Next, as the fap of life does rife,. 

She lends her vigour to the thighs ; 

And, all thefe under-regions patt, 

She neftles fomewhere near the waift ; 

Gives pain or pleafure, grief or laughter ; 

As we fhall few at large hereafter. 

Mature, if not improv’d by time, 

Up to the heart fhe loves to climb ; 

From thence, compell’d by craft and age, 

She makes the head her lateft ftage. 
From the feet upward to the: head— 

Pithy and fhort, fays Dick, proceed. 
Dick, this is not am idle notion - 

Obferve the progrefs of the motion. 

Firft, I demonftratively prove * 


That feet were only made to move = And 
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And legs defire to come and go; 
For they have nothing elfe to do. 

Hence, long before the child can crawl, 
He learns to kick, and wince, and fprawl : 
‘To hinder which, your midwife knows 
To bind thofe parts extremely clofe ; 

_ Left Alma, newly enter’d in, 

And ftunn’d at her own chriftening’s din, 
Fearful of future grief and pain, 

Should filently fneak out again. 

Full piteous feems young Alma’s cafe 5 


As in a lucklefs gamefter’s place, f 


She would not play, yet muf not pafs. 

Again ; as fhe grows fomething ftronger, 
And mafter’s feet are fwath’d no longer, 
if in the night too oft he kicks, 

Or thews his Loco-morive tricks ; 
Thefe firft affaults fat Kate repays him ; 
‘When half-afleep, fhe overlays him, 

Now mark, dear Richard, from the age 
That children tread this worldly ftage, 
Broom-ftaf or poker they beftride, 

And round the parlour love to ride; 

Till thoughtful father’s pious care 
Provides his brood, next Smithfield F air, 
With fupplemental hobby-horfes : 

And happy be their infant courfes! 


B b 3 Hence 
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Hence for fome years they ne’er ftand ftill: 
Their legs, you fee, dire&t their will ; 
From opening morn till fetting fun, 
Around the fields and woods they run: 
‘l‘hey frifk, and dance, and leap, and play; 
Nor heed what Friend or Snape can fay. 
To her next ftage as Alma flies, 
And likes, as I have faid, the thighs, 
With sy MPATHETIC power fhe warms 
Their good allies and friends, the arms ; 
While Betty danceson the green; 
And Sufan is at ftool-ball feen ; 
While John for nine-pins does declare ; 
And Roger loves to pitch the bar; 
Both legs and arms fpontaneous move ; 
Which was the thing I meant to prove. 
Another motion now fhe makes: 
O need I name the feat fhe takes? 
His thought quite chang’d the ftripling finds ; 
The fport and race no more he minds ; 
Neglected Tray and Pointer lie ; 
And covies unmolefted fly, 
Sudden the jocund plain he leaves ; 
And for the nymph in fecret grieves. 
In dying accentsshe complains 
Of cruel fires, and raging pains. 
The nymph too longs to be alone; 
Leaves all the fwains, and fighs for one. 
The 
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Whe nymph is warm’d with young defire ; 

And feels, and dies to quench -his fire, 

‘They meet each evening in the grove: 

Their parley :but augments their love 5 

So to the prieft their cafe they tell: 

He ties the knot; and all goes well. 
But, O my Mufe, juft diftance keep; 

Thcou art a maid, and muft not peep. 

In nine months time ‘the boddice loofe, 

And petticoats too fhort, difclofe, 

That at this age the active mind 

About the waift.lies moft confin’d; 

. And that young life and quickening fenfe 
Spring from his influence darted thence, 
So from the middle of the world 
‘The fun’s prolific rays are hurl’d : 

*Tis from that feat he darts thofe beams, 
Which quicken earth with genial flames, 
Dick, who thus long had paffive fat, 

Here ftroak’d his chin, and cock’d his hat; 
Then flapp’d his hand upon the board ; 
And thus the youth put in his word. 
Love’s advocates, fweet fir, would find him 
A higher place than you affign’d him. 
| Love’s advocates! Dick, who are thofe ?— 
"The Poets, you may well fuppofe. 

I ’m-forry, fir, you have difcarded 
The men with whom till now you herded. 
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Prose-MEN alone for private ends, 

I thought, forfook their ancient friends, 
In cor STELLAVIT, cries Lucretius ; 
If he may be allow’d to teach us. 

The felf-fame thing foft Ovid fays 

(A proper judge in fuch a cafe). 
Horace’s phrafe is, TORRET JECUR 3 
And happy was that carious fpeaker, 
Here Virgil too has plac’d this paffion. 
What fignifies too long quotation ? 

In ode and epic, plain the cafe is, 

‘That love holds one of thefe two places, 

Dick, without paffion or reflection, 
I'll ftrait demolifh this objeétion, 

Firft, Poets, all the world agrees, 
Write half to profit, half to pleafe, 
Matter and figure they produce ; 

For garnifh this, and that for ufe; 

And, in the ftructure of their feafts, 
They feek to feed and pleafe their guetts ; 
But one may balk this good intent, 

And take things otherwife than meant, 
Thus, if you dine with my lord mayor, 
Roaft-beef, and venifon, is your fare : 
Thence you proceed to fwan and buftard, 
And perfevere in tart and cuftard : 

But TULIP-LEAVES and LEMON-pEEL 
Help oply to adorn the meal ; 


And 


M PRI OR. 


And painted flags, fuperb and neat, 
_Proclaim you welcome to the treat. 
‘The man of fenfe his meat devours ; 
But only fmells the peel and flowers ; 
And he mutt be an idle dreamer, 


Who leaves the pie, and gnaws the ftreamer. 


That Cupid goes with bow and arrows, 
And Venus keeps her coach and fparrows, 
Is all but emblem, to acquaint one. 

The fon is fharp, the mother wanton. 
Such images have fometimes fhown 

A myftic fenfe, but oftener none, 

For who conceives, what bards devife, 
That Heaven is plac’d in Celia’s eyes ; 
Or where ’s the fenfe, direét and moral, 
‘That teeth are pearl, or lips are coral ? 

Your Horace owns, he various writ, 
As wild or fober maggots bit : 

And where too much the Poet ranted, 
The fage Philofoper recanted. 

His grave Epiftles may difprove 

The wanton Odes he made to love. 

Lucretius keeps a mighty pother 
With Cupid and his fancy’d mother ; 
Calls her great Queen of Earth and Air, 
Declares that Wind and Seas obey her; | 

And, while her honour he rehearfes, 
Implores her to infpire his verfes. 
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Yet, free from this poetic madnefs, 
Next page he fays, in fober fadnefs, 
That fhe and all her Fellow-gods 
Sit idling in their high abodes, 
Regardlefs of this world below, 

Our health or hanging, weal or woe ; 
Nor once difturb their heavenly fpirits 
With Scapin’s cheats, or Cafar’s merits. 

Nor e’er can Latin Poets prove 
Where lies the real Seat of Love. 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce. 
As either beft fupplies their verfe ; 7 
And, if folks afk the reafon for’t, 

Say, one was long, and t’ other fhort. 
Thus, I prefume, the Britifh Mufe 
May take the freedom ftrangers ufe. 
In profe our property is greater : 

Why fhould it then be lefs in metre ? 
If Capid throws a fingle dart, 

We make him wound the lover’s HEART: 
But, if he takes his bow and quiver ; 
Tis fure, he muft transfix the LIveR: 
For rhyme with reafon may difpenfe ; 
And found has right to govern fenfe. 

But let your friends in verfe fuppofe, 
What ne’er fhall be allow’d in profe; 
Anaromists-can make it clear, 

The river minds his own affair; 
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Kindly fupplies our public ufes ; 
And parts and ftrains the vital juices ; 
Still lays fome ufeful bile afide, 
To tinge the chyle’s infipid tide : 
Elfe we fhould want both gibe and fatyr; 
And all be burft with pure good-nature ; 
Now gall is bitter with a witneds ; 
And love is all delight and fweetnefs. 
My tocic then has loft its aim, 
If {weet and bitter be the fame: 
And, he, methinks, is no great {cholar, 
Who can miftake defire for choler. 

The like may of the HEART be faid ; 
Courage and terror there are bred. 
All thofe, whofe HEARTs are loofe and low 
Start, if they hear but the rarroo: 
And mighty phyficial their fear is ; 
For, foon as noife of combat near is, 
Their heart, defcending to their breeches, 
Mutt give their ftomach cruel twitches. 
But Heroes, who o’ercome or die, 
Have their hearts hung extremely high ; 
The ftrings of which, in battles heat, : 
Againft their very cornsLets beat ; 
_ Keep time with their own trumpet’s meafure, 
And yield them moft exceffive pleafure, 

Now, if ’tis chiefly in the heart 
‘That courage does itfelf exert ; a: 
"Twill 
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Twill be prodigious hard to prove, 
That this is eke the throne of love. 
Would Nature make one place the feat 
Of fond defire, and fell debate ; 
Mutkt people only take delight in 
Thofe hours, when they are tir’d with fighting ?- 
And has no man, but who has kill’d 
A father, right to get a child ? 
Thefe notions then I think but idle $ 
And love fhall ftill poffefs the middle. - 
This truth more plainly to difcover, 
Suppofe your Hero were a Lover. 
Though he before had gall and rage, 
Which Death and Conqueft mutt aflwage | 
He grows difpirited and low; 
He hates the fight, and fhuns the foe. 
In fcornful floth Achilles flept ; 
And for his wench, like Tall-boy, wept : 
Nor would return to war and flaughter ; 
Till they brought back the Parfon’s daughter. 
Antonius fled from ACtium’s coaft, 
Auguftus preffing, Afia loft: 
His fails by Cupid’s hands unfurl’d, 
To keep the fair, he gave the world. 
Edward our Fourth, rever’d and crown’d, 
Vigorous in youth, in arms renown’d; 
While England’s voice, and Warwick’s care, 
Defign’d him Gallia’s beauteous heir ; 
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Chang’d peace and power, for rage and wars, 
Only to dry one widow’s tears. <= 
France’s fourth Henry we may fee 
A fesvant to the fair d’Eftree: 
When, quitting Coutras’ profperous field, 
And Fortune taught at length to yield, 
IIe from his guards and midnight tent 
Difguis’d o’er hills and vallics went, — 
To wanton with the fprightly dame ; 
And in his pleafure loft his fame. 
Bold is the critic who dares prove 
Thefe Heroes were no friends to Love ; 
And bolder he, who dares aver, 
That they were enemies to war. 
Yet, when their thought fhould, now or never, 
Have rais’d their HEART, or fir’d their Liver ¢ 
Fond Alma to thofe parts was gone, 
Which Love more juftly calls his own. 
Examples I could cite you more ; 
But be contented with thefe four : 
For, when one’s proof are aptly chofen, 
Four are as valid as four dozen. 
One came from Greece, and one from Rome ; 
The other two grew nearer home. 
For fome in ancient books delight ; 
Others prefer what moderns write: 
Now I fhould be extremely loth, 


Not to he thought expert in both. 
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Bur fhall we take the Mufe abroad, 
To drop her idly on the road? 

And leave our fubje& in the middle ; 
As Butler did his bear and fiddle? 

Yet he, confummate mafter, knew 
When to recede, and where purfue ; 
His noble negligences teach 

What others toils defpair to reach. 

He, perfect dancer, climbs the rope *, 
And balances your fear and hope : 

If, after fome diftinguifh’d leap, 

He drops his pole, and feems to flip ; 
Strait gathering all his active ftrength, ~ 
He rifes higher half his length. 


® Ut quafdam artes, ita eloquentiam nihil magis quam 
ancipitia commendant Vides qui fune in famma nituntur, 
quantos foleant excitare clamores, cum jam jamque cafari 
videntur. Puiny Letrenrs, l. 9, ep. 26. 
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With wonder you approve his flight * ; 
And owe your pleafure to your fright. 
But like poor Andrew I advance, 
Falfe mimic of my mafter’s dance ; 
Around the cord a while I fpraw] ; 
And thence, though low, in earneft fall. 
My preface tells you, I digrefs’d: 
_ He ’s half abfolv’d who has confefs’d. 
I like, quoth Dick, your stmi.e: 
And, in return, take two from me. 
As matters in the CLARE OBSCURE 
With various light your eyes allure; 
A flaming yellow here they fpread : 
Draw off in blue, or charge in red ; 
Yet, from thefe colours oddly mix’d, 
Your fight upon the whole is fix’d : 
Or as, again, yoar courtly dames 
¢Whofe cloaths returning birth-day claims} 
By arts improve, the ftuffs they vary ; 
And things are beft as moft contrary ; 
The gown, with ftiff embroidery fhining, 
Looks charming with a flighter lining ; 
The out- if Indian figure ftain, 
The in-fide muft be rich and plain, 
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* Sunt enim maxime MIRABILIA, que maxime inex- 
pectata, et maxime———PERICULOSA. PLINY. 


See Hurd*s Horace. 
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So you great authors have thought fit 
To make digreffion temper wit : 
When arguments too fiercely glare, 
You calm them with a milder air: 
To break their points, you turn their force ; 
And rurBetow the plain difcourfe. 
Richard, quoth Mat, thefe words of thine 
Speak fomething fly, and fomething fine : 
But I fhall e’en refume my THEME ; 
However thou may’ft praife or blame. 
As people marry now, and fettle ; 
Fierce Love abates his ufual mettle : 
Worldly defires, and houfehold cares, 
Difturb the Godhead’s foft affairs : 
So now, as health or temper changes, 
In larger compafs Alma ranges, 
This day below, the next above; 
As light or folid whimfies move. 
So merchant has his houfe i in town, 
And country-feat near Banftead-down ; 
From one he dates his foreign letters, 
Sends out his goods, and duns his debtors ;. 
In t’? other, at his hours of leifure, 
He f{moaks his pipe, and takes his pleafure. 
And now your matrimonial Cupid, 
Lafh’d on by time, grows tir’d and ftupid. 
For ftory and experience tell us, 
That man grows old, and woman jealous. 


Both 
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Both would their little ends fecure ; 
He fighs for freedom, the for power. 
His wifhes tend abroad to roam ; 
And her’s, to domineer at home. 
Thus paffion flags by flow degrees 5 
And, rufled more, delighted lefs, 
The bufy mind does feldom go 
To thofe once charming feats below ; 
But, in the breaft incamp’d, prepares. 
For well-bred feints and future wars. 
The man fufpedcts his lady’s crying 
(When he laft autumn lay a-dying) 
Was but to gain him to appoint her 
By codicil a larger jointure. 
The woman finds it all a trick, 
That he could fwoon when fhe was fick ; 
And knows, that in that grief he reckon’d 
On black-ey’d Sufan for his fecond. 
Thus, having ftrove fome tedious years 
With feign’d defires, and real fears; 
And, tir’d with anfwers and replics 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies, 
Leaving this endlefs altercation, 
The mind affects a higher ftation. 
Poltis, that generous king of Thrace, 
I think, was in this very cafe. 
All Afia now was by the ears ; 
And Gods beat up for volunteers 
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To Greece.and Troy ; while Poltis fat 
In quiet governing his ftate. 
And whence, faid the pacific king, 
Does all. this noife and difcord fpring ? 
Why, Paris took Atrdes’ wife— 
With eafe I could compofe this ftrife: © 
The injur’d hero fhould: not lofe,. 
Nor the young lover want a {poufe. 
But Helen chang’d her firft condition,, 
Without her hufband’s juft permiffion.. 
What from the dame can Paris hope ? 
She may as well from him elope. 
Again, how can her old good-man 
With honour take her back again ? 
From hence I logically gather, 
The woman cannot live with either. 
Now, I have two right honeft wives, 
For whofe poffefion no man ftrives :: 
One to Atrides I will fend; 
And t’ other to my Trojan friend.. 
Each prince fhall thus with honour have’ 
What both fo warmly feem to crave : 
The wrath of Gods and man fhall ceafe ¢ 
And Poltis live and die-in peace. 
Dick, if this ftory pleafeth thee, 
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it me. 
Howe’er f{wift Almats flight may vary,. 
(Take this by way of conoLLary.) 


M PRIOR. 


Some limbs fhe finds the very fame, 

In place, and dignity, and name: - 
Thefe dwell at fuch convenient diftance, 
"That each may give his friend affiftance. 
Thus he who runs or dances begs 

The equal vigour of two legs ; 

So much to both dees Alma truf, 

She ne’er regards which goes the firt. 
Teague could make neither of them ftay, 
When with himfe!lf he ran away. 

The man who ftruggles in the fight 
Fatigues left arm as well as right; 

For, whilft one hand exalts the blow, 
And on the earth extends the foc ; 

T’ other would take it wondrous ill, 

If in your pocket he lay ftill. 

And, when you fhoot, and fhut one eve, 
You cannot think he would deny 

To lend the other friendly aid, 

Or wink as coward and afraid. 

No, Sir; whilft he withdraws his fame, 
His comrade takes the furer alin. 

One moment if his beams recede ; 

As foon as e’er the bird is dead, 
Opening azain, he lays his claim 

To half the profit, half the fame, 

And helps to pocket up the vame. 
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>»Tis thus one tradefman flips away, 
To give his partner fairer play. 
Some limbs again, in bulk or ftature 
Unlike, and not a-kin by Nature, 
In concert act, like modern friends ; 
Becaufe one ferves the other’s ends. 
‘Fhe arm thus waits upon the heart, 
So quick to take the bully’s part, 
hat one, though warm, decides more flow 
Than t’ other executes the blow. 
A ftander-by may chance to have it, 
Ere Hack himfelf perceives he gave it. 
Fhe amorous eyes thus always go 
A-ftrolling for their friends below : 
For, long before the fquire and dame 
Have téte a téte reliev’d their lame, 
Ere vifits yet are brought about, 
The eye by fympathy looks out, 
Knows Florimel, and longs to meet her, 
And, if he fecs, is fure to greet her, 
Thouch at fath-window, on the ftairs, 
At court, nay (authors fay) at prayers.— 
The funeral of fome valiant knight 
May give this thing its proper light. 
View his two gauntlets ; thefe declare. 
That both his hands were us’d to war. 
And from his two gilt fpurs ’tis learn’d,. 
His feet were equally concern’d. 
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- But have you not with thought beheld 

The fword hang dangling o’er the fhield ? 

Which thews the breaft, that plate was us’d to, 

Had an ally right arm to truft to: 

And, by the peep-holes in his creft, 

Is it not virtually confeft, 

That there his eyes took diftant aim, 

And glanc’d refpec& to that bright dame, 

In whofe delight his hope was center’d, 

And for whofe glove his life he ventur’d ? 
Objections to my general sysTEM 

May rife perhaps; and I have mift them: 

But I can call to my affiftance 

Proximity (mark that!) and diftance; 

an prove, that all things on occafion 

Love union, and defre adhefion ; 

That Alma merely is a fcale ; 

And motives, like the weights, prevail. 

If neither fide turn down nor up, _ 

With lofs or gain, with fear or hope ; 

‘The balance always would hang even, 

Like Mah’met’s tomb, *twixt earth and Heaven. 
This, Richard, is a curious cafe: 

Suppofe your eyes fent equal rays 

Upon two diftant pots of ale, 

Not knowing which was mild or ftale~ 

In this fad ftate your doubtful choice 


Would never have the cafting voice ; 
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Which beft or worft you could not think ; 

And die you muft for want of drink ; 

Unlefs fome chance inclines your fight,. 
-Setting one pot in fairer light ; 

Then you prefer or A, or B, 

As lines and angles beft agree: 

Your fenfe refolv’d impels your will ; 

She guides your hand—fo driak your fill, 

Have you not feen a baxer’s maid 

Between two equal panniers fway’d? 

Her tallies ufele{s lie, and idle, 

If piac’d exadtly in the middle: 

But, ferc’d from this unattive flate 

By virtue of fome cafual weignt, 

On either fide you hear them clatter, 
And judge of right and left hand matter. 
Now, Richard, this coercive force, 

Without your choice, muft take its courfe; 

Great kings to wars are pointed forth, 
Like loaded needles to the north, 

And thou and §, by power unfeen, 

Are barely paflive, and fuck’d-in 

To Henault’s vault, or Celia’s chamber ; 
As ftraw and paper are by amber. 

If we fit down to play or fet 

(Suppofe at OMBR® OF BASSET) © 

Let people call us cheats or fools, 

Our cards and we are equal tools, 
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We fure in vain the cards condemn: 

Ourfelves both cut and fhuffled them. 

In vain on Fertune’s aid rely : 

‘She only is a ftander-by. 

Poor men! poor papers! we and they 

Do fome impulfive force obey : } 

And are but play’d with—do not play. 

But {pace and matter we fhould blame ; 

‘They palm’d the trick that loft the game. 
Thus, to fave further contradiction, 

Againft what you may think but fiétion ; 

I for attraction, Dick, declare: 

Deny it thofe bold men that dare. 

As well your motion, as your thought, 

Is all by hidden impulfe wrought; 

£Ev’n faying that you think or walk, 

How like a country fquire you talk! 
Mark then ;—Where fancy, or defire, 

Collects the beams of vital fire ; 

Into that limb fair Alma flides, 

And there >RO TEMPORE, refides. 

She dwells in Nicolini’s tongue, 

‘When Pyrrhus chaunts the heavenly fong. 

‘When Pedro does the Inte command, 

She guides the cunning artift’s hand. 

Through Macer’s gullet fhe runs down, » & 

When the vile glutton dines alone. 
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And, void of modefty and thought, 

She follows Bibo’s endlefs draught. 

Through the foft fex again fhe ranges ; 

As youth, caprice, or fafhion, changes. 

Fair Alma, carelefs and ferene, 

In Fanny’s fprightly eyes is feen ; 

While they diffufe their infant beams, 

Themfelves not confcious of their flames. 

Again fair Alma fits confeft 

On Florimel’s experter breatt ; 

When fhe the rifing figh conftrains, 

And by concealing fpeaks her pains. 

In Cynthia’s neck fair Alma glows, 

When the vain thing her jewels fhows: 

When Jenny’s flays are newly lac’d, 

Fair Alma plays about her wait ; 

And when the {welling hoop fuftains 

The rich brocade, fair Alma deigns 

Into that lower fpace to enter, 

Of the large round herfelf the centre. 
Again: that fingle limb or feature 

(Such is the cogent force of nature) 

Which moft did Alma’s paflion move 

In the firftt obje& of her love, = 

For ever will be found confeft, 

And printed on the amorous breatt. 


Q A bes 


i 


a an 


M PRIOR. gtr 


O Abelard, * ill-fated youth, 
Thy tale will juftify chis truth : 
But well I weet, thy crael wrong 
Adorn a nobler poet’s fong. 
Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev’d, 
With kind concern and {kill has weav’d 
A filken web; and ne’er fhall fade 
Its colours; gently has he laid 
The mantle o’er thy fad diftrefs : 
And Venus fhall the texture blefs. 
He o’er the weeping nun has drawn 
Such artful folds of facred lawn ; 
That love, with equal grief and pride, 
Shall fee the crime he ftrives to hide ; 
And, fofily drawing back the veil, 
The god fhall to his votaries tell 


* A writer of eminence, Shenftone, vol. ii. 177, has 
ebferved that Pope never mentions Prior, though fo hand- 
fomely fpoken of in this paflage. He added, ‘‘ One might 
«¢ imagine that the latter (Pope), indebted as he was to the 
«* former (Prior) for fuch numberlefs beauties, fhould have 
“6 readily repaid this poetical obligation, This can only 
‘¢ be imputed to pride or party-ounning. In other words, 
“© to fome modification of felfifnefs.”” It is certain Pope 
has been very {paring in his mention of Prior; but he is 
not, as Shenitone afferts, wholly unnoticed, as his name 
twice occurs in the Dunciad, B. If. 1. 124, 138, though 
but flightly. Paity-cunning could hardly have occafioned 
ut, as the chief of Prior's party were Pope's intimate 
friends, 
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Each confcious tear, each blufhing grace, 
That deck’d dear Eloifa’s face. 
Happy the poet, bleft the lays, 
Which Buckingham has deign’d to praife! 

Next, Dick, as youth and habit fways, 
A hundred gambols Alma plays. 
if, whilft a boy, Jack ran from fchool, 
Fond of his hunting-horn and pole ; 
Though gout and aye his {peed detain, 
Old John hallvos his hounds again : 
By his fire-fide he ftarts the hare ; 
And turns her in his wicker chair: 
His feet, however Jame, you find, 
Have got the better of his mind. 

If, while the mind was in her leg, 
The dance affected nimble Peg ; 
Old Madge, bewitch’d at fixty-one, 
Calls for Green Sleeves, and Jumping Joan. 
In public mafk, or private ball, 
From Lincoln’s-inn, to Goldfmith’s-hall, 
All Chriftmas long away fhe trudges ; 
Trips it with prentices and judges : 
In vain her children urge her ftay ; 
And age or palfey bar the way. 
But, if thofe images prevail 
Which wifdom did affect the tail, 
She ftill renews the ancient f{cene, 
Forgets the forty years between : 
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Aukwardly gay, and oddly merry, 

Her fcarf pale pink, her head-knot cherry ; 
O’er-heated with ideal rage, 

She cheats her fon, to wed her page. 

If Alma, whilft the man was young, 
Slipp’d up too foon into his tongue: - 
Pleas’d with his own fantaftic fkill, 

He lets that weapon he’er lie ftill.. 

On any point if you difpute ; 

Depend upon it, he ll confute : 
Change fides ; and you increafe your pain; 
For he ’I1 confute you back again. 

For one may fpeak with Tully’s tongue; 
Yet all the while be in the wrong. 

And ’tis remarkable that they 

Talk moft, who have the leaft to fay. 
Your dainty fpeakers have the curfe, 

To plead bad caufes down to worfe: 

As dames, who native beauty want, 
Still uglier look, the more they paint. 

Again: if in the female fex 
Alma fhould on this member fix 
(A cruel and a defperate cafe, 

From which Heaven fhield my lovely lafs !); 

For evermore all care is vain, 

That would-bring Alma down again. 

As, in habitual gout or ftone, 

The only thing that can be done, 
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ds to correct your drink and diet, 
And keep the inward foe in quiet ; 
So, if for any fins of ours 
Or our forefathers, higher powers, 
Severe though juft, affi@ our life 
With that prime ill, a talking wife ; 
Till death fhall bring the kind relief, 
We mutt be patient, or be deaf. 

You know a certain lady, Dick, 
Who faw me when I laft was fick : 
She kindly talk’d, at leaft three hours, 
Of plaftic forms, and mental powers; 
Defcrib’d our pre-exilting {tation 
Before this vile terrene creation ;- 
And, left I fhould be weary’d, madam, 
To cut things fhart, came down to Adam ; 
From whence, as faft as fhe was able, 
She drowns the world, and builds up Babel: 
Through Syria, Perfia, Greece fhe goes; 
And takes the Romans in the clofe. 

But we 7! defcant on general nature : 
This is a fyitem, not a fatire. 
Turn we this globe; and Iet us-fee = - 
How different nations difagree 
dn what we wear, or eat and drink; 
Nay, Dick, perhaps in what we think. 
In water as you {mell and tafte 
The fails through which it rofe and paft;. | 
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Yn Alma’s manners you may read 
The place where fhe was born and bred. 
One people from their {waddling bands 
Releas’d their infants’ feet and hands: 
Here Alma to thefe limbs was brought ; 
And Sparta’s offspring kick’d and fought. 
Another taught their babes to talk, 
Ere they could yet in go-carts walk: - 
There Alma fettled in the tongue : 
And orators from Athens fprung. ’ 
Obferve but in thefe neighbouring lands 
The different ufe of mouths and hands ; 
As men repos’d their various hopes, 
In battles thefe, and thofe in tropes, 
In Briton’s ifles, as Heylin notes, 
The ladies trip in petticoats ; 
Which, for the honour of their nation. 
They quit but on fome great occafion. 
Men there in breeches clad you view : 
They claim that garment as their due. - 
In Turkey the reverfe appears ;. . , 
Long coats the haughty hufband wears ; 
And greets his wife with angry fpeeches, 
If the be feen without her breeches. 
In our fantaftic climes, the fair 
With cleanly powder dry their hair: 
And round their lovely breaft and head 
Frefh flowers their mingled odours thed. - 
Your 
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Your nicer Hottentots think mect 
With guts and tripe to deck their feet : 
With down-caft looks on Totta’s legs, 
"rhe ogling youth moft hambly begs, 
She would not from his hopes remove 
At once his breakfaft and his love : 
And, if the fkittitl nymph fhould fly, 
ble in a double fenfe muft die. 

We fimple toafters take delight 
To fee our womens teeth look white. 
And every faucy ill-bred fellow 
Sncers at a mouth profoundly yellow. 
In China none hold women {weet, 
Except their {nags are black as jett. 
King Chihu put ten queens to death, . 
Conviét on ftatute, 1VORY TEETH. 

At Tonquin, if a prince fhould die, 
(As Jefuits write, who never lye), 
The wife, and counfellor, and priett, 
Who ferv’d him mot, and lov’d him bef, . 
Prepare and light his funeral fire, 


’ And chearful on the pile expire. 


In Europe ’t would be hard to find, 
In each degree, one half fo kind. 
Now turn we to the farthef eatt, 
And there obferve the gentry dreft. 
Prince Giolo, and his royal fifters, 


Scarr’d with ten thoufand comely blifters ; | 
| The 
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The marks remaining on the tkin, 

To tell the quality within. 
Diftinguifh’d flafhes deck the great : 

As each excels in birth or ftate, 

His oylet-holes are more and ampler : 

The king’s own body was a famplar. 
Happy the climate, where the beau 

Wears the fame fuit for ufe and fhow: 
And at a {mall expence your wife, 

If once well pink’d, is cloath’d for life. 

Weftward again, the Indian fair 

Is nicely fmear’d with fat of bear: 

Before you fee, you fmell your toatt ; 

And {weeteft fhe who ftinks the moft. 

The fineft fparks and cleaneft beaux 

Drip from the fhouldcrs to the toes : 

How fleck their fkins! their joints how eafy ! 
There flovens only are not greafy. 

I mention’d different ways of breeding :. 

Begin we in our childrens reading. 

To mafter John the Englith maid 

A horn-book gives of ginger-bread ; 

And, that the child may learn the better, 
As he can name, he eats the letter. 
Proceeding thus with vat delight, 

He fpells, and knaws, from left to right. | 
But, fhew a Hebrew’s hopeful fon 

Where we fuppofe the book begun, 

| The 
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The child would thank you for your kindnefs, 


And read quite backward from our FINIs. 


Devour he learning ne’er fo faft, 

Great A would be referv’d the lait. 
An equal inftance of this matter 

Js in the manners of a daughter. 

In Europe, if a harmlefs maid, 

By Nature and by Love betray’d, 

Should, ere a wife, become a nurfe, 

Her friends would look on her the worfe. 

In China, Dampier’s Travels tell ye 

(Look in his Index for Pagelli), 

Soon as the Britifh fhips unmoor, 

And jolly long-boat rows to fhore ; 

Down come the nobles of the land : 

Each brings his daughter in his hand, 

Befeeching the imperious tar 

To make hex but one hour his care. 

The tender mother ftands affrighted, 


Left her dear daughter fhould be flighted : 


And poor mifs Yaya dreads the thame 
OF going back the maid fhe came. 
Obferve how cuftom, Ditk, compels 
The lady that in Europe dwells : 
After her tea, fhe flips away ; 
And what to do, one need not fay. 
Now fee how great Pomonque’s queen 
' Behav’d herfelf amongft the men: 


Pleas’d 
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Pleas’d with her punch, the gallant foul 
Firft drank, then water’d in the bowl 3 
And fprinkled in the captain’s face 
The marks of her peculiar grace 

To clofe this point, we need not roam 
For inftances fo far from home. 
What parts gay France from fober Spain? 
A little rifing rocky chain. ~ 
Of men born fouth or north o’ th’ hill, 


Thofe feldom move; thefe ne’er ftand ftill. 


Dick, you love maps, and may perceive 
Rome hot far diftant from Geneve. 

If the good Pope remains at home, 

He ’s the firft prince in Chriftendom. 
Choofe then, good Pope, at home to ftay 3 
Nor weftward curious take thy way $ 
Thy way unhappy fhould’ft thou take 
From Tyber’s bank to Leman lake; 
Thou art an aged pricft no mere, 

But a young flaring painted whore; 
Thy fex is loft: thy town is gone, 

No longer Rome, but Babylon. 
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That fome few leagues fhould make this chang;, 


To men unlearn’d feems mighty ftrange. 
But need we, friend, infift on this? 

Since, in the very Cantons Swifs, 

All your philofophers agree, 

And prove it plain, that one may be 
Vou. I. 


A he- 
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A heretic, or true believer, 
On this, or t’ other fide a river. 


~Here, with an artful fmile, quoth Dick,. 


Your proofs come mighty full and thick-— 


The bard, on this extenfive chapter 
Wound up into poetic rapture, 
Continued : Richard, caft your eye 
By night upon a winter-fky : 
€aft it by day-light on the ftrand, 
Which compaffes fair Albion’s land : 
FH you can count the ftars that glow 
Above, or fands that lie below ; 

Into thofe common-places look, 


Which from great authors I have took ;. 


And count the proofs I have colle¢ted,. 
To have my writings well protected. 
Thefe I lay-by for time of need ; 

And thou may’ft at thy leifure read. 
For, itanding every critic’s rage, 

I fafely will to future age, 7 
My sysTeEM, asa gift, bequeath, 
ViGtorious over fpight and death... 
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R ICHARD, who now was half afleep, 
Rous’d ; nor would longer filence keep : 
And fenfe like this, in vocal breath, 
Broke from his two-fold hedge,of teeth. 
‘Now, if this phrafe too harfh be thought ; 
Pope, tell the word, ’tis not my fault. — 
_ Old Homer taught us thus to {peak ; 

If ’tis not fenfe, at leaf ’tis Greek. 

As folks, quoth Richard, prone to leafing, 
Say things at firft, becaufe they ’re, pleafing ; 
Then prove what they have once afferted ; 
Nor care to have their lie deferted ; 

Till their gwn dreams at length deccive "em ; 
And, oft’ repeating, they believe ’em ; 

Or as, again, thofe amorous blades, 

Who trifle with their mothers’ maids ; | 

Though at the firft their wild defire 

Was but to quench a prefent fire ; 

Yet if the object of their love 

Chance by Lucina’s aid to prove: 

They feldom let the bantling roar 

An bafket at a neighbour’s door ; 
Dd2z But, 
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But, by the flattering glafs of nature 
Viewing themfelves in CAKE-BREAD’s features 
With ferious thought and care fupport 
What only was begun in fport : 
‘ Juft fo with you, my friend, it fares, 
Who deal in philofophic wares. 
Atoms you cut, and forms you meafure, 
To gratify your private pleafure ; 
Till airy feeds of cafual wit 
Do fome fantaftic birth beget : 
And, pleas’d to find your fyftem mended © 
Beyond what you at firft intended, 
The happy whimfey you purfue, 
Till you at length believe it true. 
Caught by your own delufive art, 
You fancy firft, and then affert. 

Quoth Matthew : friend, as far as I 
Through art or nature caft my eye, 
This axiom clearly I difcern, 
That one mutt teach, and t’ other learn. 
No fool Pythagoras was thought ; 
Whilft he his weighty doétrines taught, 
He made his liftening fcholars ftand, 
Their mouth ftill cover’d with their hand : 
Elfe, may be, fome odd-thinking youth, 
Lefs friend to doétrine than to truth, 
Might have refus’d to let his ears 


Attend the mufic of the fpheres ; 
Deoy’é 
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Deny’d all tranfmigrating fcenes, 

And introduc’d the ufe of beans. 

From great Lucretius take his void ; 

And all the world is quite deftroy’d. 

Deny Des-cart his fubtil matter ; 

You leave him neither fire nor water. 

How oddly would Sir Ifaac I¢ok, 

If you, in anfwer to his book, 

Say in the front of your difcourfe, 

That things have no elaftic force! 

How could our cueEmic friends go on, 

To find the pu1Losoruic ftone; 

If you more powerful reafons bring, 

To prove, that there is no fuch thing? 
Your chiefs in fciences and arts 

Have great contempt of Alma’s parts. 

‘They find, fhe giddy is, or dull; 

She doubts, if things are void, or full: 

And who fhould be prefum’d to tell 

What fhe herfelf fhould fee, or feel? 

She doubts if two and two make four, 

Though fhe has told them ten times o’er. 

Jt can’t—it may be—and it mut: 

To which of thefe muft Alma truft? 

Nay further yet they make her go 

In doubting, if fhe doubts, or no, 

Can syLLocism fet things right ? 

No: majors foon with minors fight ; 

Dd 3 Or, 
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Or, both in friendly confort join’d, 
The consEQUENCE limps falfe behind. 
So to fome cunning-man fhe goes, 
And afks of him, how much fhe knows. > 
With patience grave he hears her fpeak ; 
And from his fhort notes gives her back 
What from her tale he comprehended: 
Thus the difpute 1s wifely ended. 
From the account the lofer brings,. 
The Conjurer knows,. who ftole the things. 
’Squire (interrupted Dick) fince when 
Were you amongtt thefe cunning-men ? 
Dear Dick, quoth Mat, Ict not thy force 
Of eloquence fpoil my difcourfe. 
I tell thee, this is Alma’s cafe, 
Still afking, what fome wife-man fays, 
Who does his mind in words reveal, 
Which all muft grant; though few can fpell, 
You tell your doctor, that y’ are ill; 
And what does he, but write a bill, 
Of which you need not read one letter: . 
The worfe the {crawl, the dofe the better. 
For if you knew but what you take ; 
Though you recover, he muft break. 
IDEAS, FORMS, and IXTELECTS, 
Have furnifh’d out three different feds, 
SUBSTANCE, OF ACCIDENT, divides 
All Europe inte adverfe fides. 
Now) 
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Now, as, engag’d in arms or laws, 
You muft have friends to back your caufe; 
In PHILOSOPHIC matters fo 
Your judgment muft with others’ ga: 

For as in fenates, fo in {chools, 
Majority of voices rules. 

Poor Alma, like a lonely deer, 

O’er hills and dales does doubtful err : 
With panting. hafte, and quick furprize, 
From every leaf that ftirs, fhe flies ; 

‘ Till mingled with the neighbouring herd, 
She flights what erit fhe fiagly fear’d: 

And now, exempt from doubt and dread, 
She dares purfue, if they dare lead; 

As their example ftill prevails, 

She tempts the ftream, or leaps the pales. 

He then, quoth Dick, who by your rule 
Thinks for himfelf, becomes a fool ; 

(As party men, who leaves the reft, 

Is call’d but wHiMsicat * at beft. 

Now, by your favour, mafter Mat, 

Like Ralpha, here I fmell a rat. 

ZI mutt he lifted in your fea ; 

Who, though they teach not, can protect. 
Right, Richard, Mat in triumph cry’d: 
So put off all miftru& and pride. 


* Some of the Tories, in the queen's reign, were diftin- 
guifhed by that appellation. 
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And, while my principles I beg, 

Pray anfwer only with your leg. 

Believe what friendly I advife : 

Be firft fecure; and then be wife. 

The man within the coach that fits, 

And to another’s fk] fubmits, 

Is fafer much (whate’er arrives) 

And warmer too, than he that drives. 
So Dick apepr, tuck back thy hair ; 

And I will pour into thy ear 

Remarks which none did e’er difclofe 

In {mooth-fac’d verfe, or hobbling profe. 

Attend, dear Dick: but don’t reply : 

And thou may’ft prove as wife as I. 
When Alma now, in different ages, 

Has finifhed her afcending ftages; 

Into the head at length fhe gets, 

And there in public grandear fits, 

To judge of things, and cenfure wits. 
Here, Richard, how could I explain 

The various labyrinths of the brain! 

Surprize my readers, whilft I tell ’em 

Of cCEREBRUM, and CEREBELLUM ! 

How could I play the commentator 

On pura and on PIA MATER ! 

Where hot and cold, and dry and wet, 

_ Strive each the othér’s place to get ; 

And with inceffant toil and ftrife, 

Would keep poffeffion during life ; 
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I could demonfirate every pore, 
Where memory lays up all her ftore ; 
And to an inch compute the ftation 
*Twixt judgment and imagination : 


O friend! I could difplay much learning, 


At leaft to men of {mall difcerning. 
The brain contains ten thoufand cells: 
In each fome active fancy dwells ; 
Which always is at work, and framing 
The feveral follies 1 was naming. 

As in a hive’s vimineous dome 

Ten thoufand bees enjoy their home ; 
Each does her ftudious actions vary, 
To go and come, to fetch and carry: 
Each ftill renews her little labour ; 
Nor juftles her affiduous neighbour : 
Each—whilft this resis I maintain, 
I fancy, Dick, I know thy brain. 

O, with the mighty THEME afiected, 
Could I but fee thy head diffefted ! 


My head! quoth Dick, to ferve your whim ! 


Spare that, and take fome other limb. 
Sir, in your nice affairs of sysTEM, — 
Wife men propofe ; but fools affift ’em. 


Says Matthew: Richard, keep thy head, 


And hold thy peace ; and I ’Il proceed. 
Proceed! quoth Dick: Sir, I aver, 
You have already gone too far. 


397 


When 


39 & POEMS . OF 


When people once are in the wrong, 
Each line they add is much too long. 
Who fafteft walks, but walks aftray, 
Ts only furtheft from his way. 
Blefs your conceits! muft I believe, 
Howe’er abfurd, what you conceive : 
And, for your friendfhip, live and die 
A papift in philofophy ? 
I fay, whatever you maintain 
Of Alma in the heart or brain ; 
The plaineft man alive may tell ye, 
Her feat of empire is the belly: 
From hence fhe feads out thofe fupplies, 
Which make us either ftout or wife ; 
The ftrength of every other member 
is founded en your belly-timber ; 
The qualms or raptures of your blood 
Rife in proporticn to your food ; 
And, if you would improve your thought, 
You muft be fed, as well as taught. 
Your ftomach makes your fabrick roll; 
Juft as the bias rules the bowl. 
‘That great Achilles might employ 
The firength, defign’d to ruin Troy ; 
He din’d on lion’s marrow, fpread 
On toaits of ammunition-bread : 
But, by his mother fent away, 
Amongft the Thracian giris to play, : 

E fre- 
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E ffeminate he fat, and quiet : 
Strange produét of a cheefe-cake diet ! 
Now give my argument fair play, 
And take the thing the other way : 
‘The youngfter, who at nine and three 
Drinks with his fifters milk and tea, 
From breakfaft reads till twelve o’clock, 
Burnet and Heylin, Hobbes and Locke; 
He pays due vifits after noon | 
To coufin Alice and uncle John; 
At ten from coffee-houfe or play 
Returning, finifhes the day. 
- But, give him port and potent fack, 
. From mivxsop he ftarts up MOHACK ; 
~ Holds that the happy know no hours; 
So through the ftreet at midnight f{cowers, 
Breaks watchmen’s heads, and chairmen’s glaffes, 
And thence proceeds to nicking fafhes ; 
Till, by fome tougher hand o’ercome, 
And firft knock’d down, and then led home, 
He damns the footman, ftrikes the maid, 
And decently reels up to bed. 
Obferve the various operations — 
Of food and drink in feveral nations. 
‘Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel 
Upon the ftrength of water-gruel ? 
But who fhall ftand his rage and force, 
Jf firft he rides, then cats his horfe ? 
: Sallads, 


rXy.) POEM §& oO F 


Sallads, and eggs, and lighter fare, 
‘Tune the Italian fpark’s guitar. 
And, if I take Dan Congreve right, 
Pudding and beef make Britons fight. 
Tokay and coffee caufe this work, 
Between the German and the Turk ; 
And both, as they provifions want, 
Chicane avoid, retire and faint. 

Hunger and thirft, or guns and {words, 
Give the fame death in different words, 
To puth this argument no further ; 
To ftarve a man, in law is murther. 

As in a watch’s fine machine, 
Though many artful fprings are feen ; 
The added movements, which declare 
How full the moon, how old the year, 
Derive their fecondary power 
From that which fimply points the hour. 
For, though thofe gim-cracks were away, 
(Quare would not fwear, but Quare would fay} 
However more reduc’d and plain, 
The watch would fill a watch remain : 
But, if the HoRAL orbit ceafes, 
The whole ftands ftill, or breaks to pieces ; 
Is now no longer what it was ; 
And you may e’en go fell the cafe. 
So, if unprejudic’d you fcan 
The goings of this clock-work, man, 

. You 
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You find a hundred movements made 
By fine devices in his head ; 

But ’tis the ftomach’s folid ftroke 
That tells his being, what ’s o’ clock. 
If you take off this RHETORIC trigger, 
He talks no more m mode and figure : 
Or, clog his marHEMATIC-wheel, 
His buildings fall, his fhip ftands ftill ; 
Or, laftly, break his pot1ric-weight. 
His voice no longer rules the ftate. 
Yet, if thefe finer whims wete gone, 
Your clock, though plain, would {till go on, 
But fpoil the engine of digeftion ; 

And you entirely change the queftion. 
Alma’s affairs no power can mend ; 
The jeft, alas! is at an end: 

Soon ceafes all this worldly buftle ; 
And you confign the corpfe to Ruffel *. 
. Now make your Alma come or go 

From leg to hand, from top to toe, 
Your sysrem, without my addition, 
Is in a very fad condition, 

So Harlequin extoll’d his horfe, 

Fit for the war, or road, or courfe; 
His mouth was foft; his eye was good ; 
His foot was fure as ever trod : 


® A celebrated undertaker of funerals. He is men- 
tioned by Dr, Garth in the Difpenfary, canto III. 
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One fault he had (a ‘fault -indeed !) 
And what was that? the horfe was dead, 
Dick, from thefe inftances and fetches, 
Thou mak’ft of horfes; clocks, and watches; 
Quoth Mat, to me thou feem’ft to mean, 
That Alma is a mere MACHINE: 
That, telling athers what ’s o’ clock, 
She knows not what herfelf has ftruck ; 
But leaves to ftanders-by the trial 
Of what is mark’d upon her dial. 
Here hold a blow, good friend, quoth Dick, © 
And rais’d his voice exceeding quick. 
Fight fair, Sir: what I never meant 
Don’t you infer. In argument 
Similies are like fongs in love: 
They much defcribe ; they nothing: prove. 
Mat, who was-here a little gravel’d 
Toft up his.nofe, and would have cavjl’d 3. 
But, calling Hermes to his aid, 
Half pleas’d, half angry, thus he faid: 
(Where mind (’tis for the author’s fame) 
‘That Mathew call’d, and. Hermes came. 3 
In danger heroes, and in doubt 
Poets find Gods.to help them out.) 
Friend Richard, I begin to. fee, 
That you and I fhall:fcarce agree. 
Obferve how oddly you behave: ° 
‘The. more I. grant, the more you crave. 
Bat, 
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But, comrade, as I faid juft now, 

I fhould affirm, and you allow. 

We systremM-makers can fuftain | 
The rHesis, which you grant was plain ; 


And with remarks and comments teaze yey 


In cafe the thing before was eafy. — 
But, in a point obfcure and dark, 
We fight as Leibnitz did with Clarke ; 
And, when no reafon we can fhew, 
Why matters this or that way go, 
The fhorteft way the thing we try, 
And what we know not, we deny ; 
True to our own o’erbearing pride, 
And falfe to all the world befide. 
That old philofopher grew crofs, 
Who could not tell what motion was : 
Becaufe he walk’d againft his will, 


’ He fac’d men down, that he ftood ftill. 


And he who, reading on the heart 

(When all his QUOLLIBETs of art 

Could not expound its pulfe and heat) 
Swore, he had: never felt it beat. 
Chryfippus, foil’d by Epicurus, 

Makes bold (Jove blefs him !) to affure us, 
That all things, which our mind can view, 


_ May be at once both falfe and true. 


And Malebranche has an odd conceit, 
As ever enter’d Frenchman’s pate: 


- 
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Says he, fo little can our mind © 

Of matter or of fpirit find, 

That we by guefs at leaft may gather 

Something, which may be both, or neither. 

Faith, Dick, I muft confefs, ’tis true 

(But this is only ENTRE Nous) 

That many knotty points there are, 

Which all difcufs, but few can clear. 

As Nature flily had thought fit, 

For fome by-ends, to crofs-bite wit ; 

Circles to {quare, and cubes to double, 

Would give a man exceffive trouble ; 

The longitude uncertain roams, 

In fpite of Whriton and his bombs. 

What system, Dick, has right averr’d 

The caufe why women has no beard ? 

Or why, as years our frame attack, 

Oor hairs grow white, our teeth grow black? 

In points like thefe, we muft agree, 

Our barbers know as much as we. 

Yet ftill, unable to explain, 

We muft perfift the beft we can ; 

With care our sysrems fill renew; - 

And prove things likely, theugh net true. 
I could, thou fee’ft, in quaint difpute, 

By dint of Locrc, ftrike thee mute ; 

With learned fkill, now puth, now parry, 
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And never yield; or, what is worft; 
Never conclude the point difcours’d: 
Yet, that you HIC ET NUNC may know; 
How much you to my candour owe; 
I’) from the difputant defcend, 
To fhew thee, I affume the friend : 
I Il take thy notion for my own — 
(So moft philofophers have done) : 
It makes my sysTEM more complete : 
Dick, can it have a nobler fate? 
Take what thou wilt, faid Dick, dear friend j 
But bring thy matters toanend: — 
I find, quoth Mat, reproof is vain : 
Who firft offend will firft complain. 
Thou witheft I fhould make to fhore ; 
Yet fill putt’ft in thy thwarting oar: 
What I have told thee fifty times 
In profe, receive for once in rhymes: 
A huge fat man in country-fair, 
Or city-church (no matter where) 
Labour’d and puth’d amidft the croud; 
Still bawling out extremely loud; 
Lord fave us! wliy do people prefs ! 


_ Another, marking his diftrefs, 


Friendly reply’d, Plump Gentleman, 
Get out as faft as e’er you can ; 
Or ceafe to pufh, or to exclaim : 
You make the very croud you blame: 
Voz. I. Eé Says 
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Says Dick, your moral does not nee& 
The leait return; fo e’en proceed : 
Your tale, howe’er apply’d, was fhort = 
So far, at leait, I thank you for’t. 

Mat took his thanks ; and, in a tone 
More magifterial, thus went on. : 

Now, Alma fettles in the head ; 

As has before been fung, or faid ; 
And here begins this farce of life ; 
Enter revenge, ambition, ftrife: 
Behold on both fides men advanee,. 
To form in earneft Bays’s dance. 
L’Avare, not ufing half his flore, 
Still grumbles that he has no more; 
Strikes not the prefent tun, for fear 
The vintage fhould be bad next year. ; 
And eats to-day with inward forrow, 
And dread of fancy’d want to-morrow. 
Abroad if the surRTouT you wear 
Repels the rigour of the air; 

Would you be warmer, if at home 
You had the fabric and the loom? 


And,. if two boots keep out the weather,. - 


What need you have two hides of leather ? 
Could Pedro, think you, make no trial 
Of a sonarTa«.on his viol,. 

Unlefs he had the total gut 

Whence every ftring at firft. was cut! 7 
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When Rarus fhews you his cartone; 
He always tells you, with a groan, 
Where two of that fame hand were torn 
Long before you or he were born. 
Poor Vento’s mind fo much is croft; 
For part of his Petronius loft, 
That he can never take the pains 
To underftand what yet remains. 
What toil did honeft Curio take, 
What ftrict enquiries did he make, 
To get one medal wanting yet, 
And perfe& all his Roman fet ! 
’Tis found: and, O his happy lot ! ; 
*Tis bought; lock’d up, and lies forgot: 


- Of thefe no more you hear him fpeak : 


He now begins upon the Greek. 
Thefe, rang’d and fhew’d, fhall in the‘r turns 
Remain obfcure as in their urns. 
My copper-lamps at any rate, 
For being true antique, I bought : 
Yet wifely melted down my plate, 
On modern models to be wrought : 
And trifles I alike purfue, 
Becaufe they ’re old; becaufe they ’re new. 
Dick, I have feen you with delight 
For Georgy * make a paper kite. 
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And fimple odes too many fhow ye 

My fervile complaifance to Chloe. 

Parents and lovers are decreed 

By Nature fools—That ’s brave indeed ! 
Quoth Dick: fuch truths are worth receiving. 
Yet ftill Dick look’d as not believing. 
Now, Alma, to divines and profe 

I leave thy frauds, and crimes, and woes > 
Nor think to-night of thy ill-nature,. 

But of thy follies, idle creature ! 

The turns of thy uncertain wing, 

And not the malice of thy fting : 

Thy pride of being great and wife’ 

I do but mention, to defpife; 

I view with anger and difdain 

How little gives thee joy or pain ; 

A print, a2 BRONZE, a flower, a root, 

A fhell, a butterfly, can do ’t; 

Ev’n a romance, a tune, a rhyme, 

Help thee to pafs the tedious time, 

Which elfe would on thy hand remain ; 
Though, flown, it ne’er looks back again ; 


And cards are dealt, and chefs-boards brought, 


To eafe the pain of coward thought : 
Happy refalt of human wit! 
That Alma may herfelf forget. 

Dick, thus we act; and thus we are, 
Or tofs’d by hope, or funk by care. 


With 


oes 


a a eee ee a — 


iM. P RIO R. 


With endlefs pain this man purfues 
What, if he gain’d, he could not ufe: 
And t’other fondly hopes to fee 

What never was, nor e’er fhall be. 


- ‘Weerr by ufe, go wrong by rules, 


dn gefture grave, in action fools : 
We join hypocrify to pride, 
Doubling the faults we ftrive to hide. 
Or grant that, with extreme furprize, 
We find ourfelves at fixty wife ; 
And twenty pretty things are known, 
Of which we.can’t accom plifh one ; 
Whilft, as my sysrem fays, the mind ~. 
Is to thefe upper rooms confin’d : 
Should I, my friend, at large repeat 
Her borrow’d fenfe, her fond conceit, 
The bead-roll of her vicious tricks ; 
My Poem will be too prolix. 
For could I my remarks fuftain, 
Like Socrates, or Miles Montaigne ; 
Who in thefe times would read my books, 
But Tom o’Stiles, or John o’Nokes ? 

As Brentford kings, difcreet and wife, 
After long thought and grave advice, 
Into Lardella’s coffin peeping, 
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Saw nought to caufe their mirth or weeping : 


So Alma, now to joy or grief 
Superior, finds her late relief: 
| Ee 3 


‘Weary’d 
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Wearv’d of being high or great, 
And nodding in her chair of ftate ; 
Stunn’d and worn out with endlefs chat 
Of Will did this, and Nan faid that; 
She finds, poor thing, fome little crack, 
Which Nature, fore’d by Time, muft make, 
Through which fhe wings her deftin’d way ; 
Upward the foars; and down drops clay : 
While fome furviving friend fupplies 
Hic jacert, and a hundred lies. 

O Richard, till that day appears, 
Which mult decide our hopes and fears, 
Would fortune calm her prefent rage, 
And give us play-things for our age ; 
Would Clotho wafh her hands in milk, 
And twilt our thread with gold and filk ; 
Would the, in friendfhip, peace, and plenty, 
Spin out our years to four times twenty ; 
And fhould we both in this condition 
Have conquer’d Love, and worfe Ambition ; 
(Ife thofe two paffions, by the way, . 
May chance to fhew us fcurvy play ) ; 
Then, Richard, then fhould we fit down, 
Far from the tumult of this town ; 
I fond of my well-chofen feat, 
My pictures, medals, books compleat, 
Or, fhould we mix our friendly talk, 
O’er fhaded in that favourite walk, 


~ Which 
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Which thy own hand had whilom planted, 

Both pleas’d with all we thought we wanted: 

Yet then, ev’n then, one crofs reflection 

Would fpoil thy grove, and my collection: 

_ Thy fon, and his, ere that may die 

And Time fome encouth heir fupply, 

Who fhall for nothing elfe be known 

But fpoiling all that thou haft done. 

Who fet the twigs, fhall he remember 

"That is in hafte to fell the timber? 

_ And what shall of thy woods remain, 

_ Except the box that threw the main? 
Nay, may not Time and Death remove 

The near relations whom I love? 

And my coz Tom, ar his coz Mary, 

_ (Who hold the plough, or fkim the dairy) 

My favourite books and pictures fell 

To Smart, or Doiley, by the ell? 

Kindly throw in a little figure, 

And fet the price upon the bigger? 

"Yhofe who could never read the grammar, 

When my dear volumes touch the hammer, 

‘May think books beft, as richeft bound ; 

My copper medals by the pound 

May be with learned juftice weigh’d; 

To turn the balance, Otho’s head 

May be thrown in; and for the metal, 

‘The coin may mend a tinker’s kettle— 
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Tir’d with thefe thoughts—Lefs tir’d than [, 


Quoth Dick, with your philofophy— 

That people live and die, I knew 

An hour ago, as well as you. 

And, if Fate {pins us longer years, 

Or is in hafte to take the fhears, 

I know we muft both fortunes try, 

And bear our evils wet or dry. 

Yet, let the Goddels fmile or frown, 

Bread we fhall eat, or white or brown ; 

And in a cottage, or a court, 

Drink fine CHAMPAIGNE or muddled porr, 

What need of books thefe truths to tell, 

Which folks perceive who cannot fpell ? 

And muft we fpectacles apply, 

To view what hurts our naked eye? 
Sir, if it be your wifdom’s aim 

To make me merrier than I am ; 

I ’ll be all night at your devotion— — 

Come on, friend ; broach the pleafing notion ; 

But, if you would deprefs my thought, 

Your sysTEmM is not worth a groat— 
For Plato’s fancies what care I? 

I hope you would not have me die, 

Like fimple Cato, in the play, 

For any thing that he can fay? 

Ev’n let him of ideas {peak 

To heathens in his native Greek, 


—— 
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If to be fad is to be wifes 5t. 
I do mott heartily defpife 


Whatever Socrates has faid, 
Or Tully writ, or Wanley * read. 


Dear Drift +, to fet our matters right, 
Remove thefe papers from my fight; 
Burn Mat’ Def-cart’, and Ariftotle : 


' Here! Jonathan, your mafter’s bottle, 


* Humphrey Wanley, librarian to the Earl of Oxford. 
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